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THE 

AUTHOR'S      APOLOGY, 

MY  Works  are  advertis'd  for  fale. 
And  cenfures  fly  as  thick  as  hail; 
While  my  poor  fcheme  of  publication 
Supplies  the  dearth  of  converfation. 

What  will  the  ?ForA/ fay?— That's  your  cry. 
Who  is  the  World?  and  what  am  I  ? 

Once,  but  thank  heaven,  thofe  days  are  o'er, 
And  perfecution  reigns  no  more. 
One  man,  one  hardy  man  alone, 
Ufurp'd  the  critic's  vacant  throne. 
And  thence  with  neither  tafte  nor  wit. 
By  powerful  catcall  from  the  pit, 
Knock'd  farce,  and  play,  and  aftor  down. 
Who  pafs'd  the  fentence  then? — the  Town. 
So  now  e?ich  upftart  puny  elf 
Talks  of  the  ivorld,  and  means  hlmfelf. 

Yet  in  the  circle  there  are  thofe 
Who  hurt  e'en  more  than  open  foes: 
Whofe  friendlhip  ferves  the  talking  turn, 
Juft  limmers  to  a  kind  concern, 
And  with  a  wond'rous  foft  exprefiloa 
Expatiates  upon  indifcjretion; 
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Flies  from  the  Poems  to  the  Man, 
And  gratifies  the  favourite  plan 
To  pull  down  other's  reputation. 
And  build  their  own  on  that  foundation. 

The  fcholar  grave,  of  tafte  difcerning. 
Who  lives  on  credit  for  his  learning. 
And  has  no  better  claim  to  wit 
Than  carping  at  what  others  writ. 
With  pitying  kindnefs,  friendly  fear, 
Whifpers  conjectures  in  your  ear. 
"  I'm  forry — and  he's  much  to  blame— 
**  He  might  have  publifh'd — but  his  name! 
*'  The  thing  might  plcafe  a  few,  no  doubt^ 
*«  As  handed  privately  about— 
"  It  might  amufe  a  friend  01:  two, 
♦*  Some  partial  friend  like  me  and  you ; 
**  But  when  it  comes  to  prefs  and  print 
"  You'll  find,  I  fear,  but  little  in't. 
*»  He  ftands  upon  a  dangerous  brink 
*'  Who  totters  o'er  the  fea  of  ink, 
*•  Where  reputation  runs  aground, 
**  The  author  caft  away,  and  drown'd. 

"  And  then — 'twas  wilful  and  abfurd, 
*'  (So  well  approv'd,  fo  well  preferred,) 
**  Abruptly  thus  a  place  to  quit 
**  A  place  which  moft  his  genius  hit, 
*'  The  theatre  for  Latin  wit ! 
•'  With  critics  round  him  chafte  and  terfej, 
"  To  give  a  plaudit  to  his  verfe !" 
5 
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Latin,  I  grant,  fhews  college  breeding. 
And  fome  fchool-common-place  of  reading. 
But  has  in  Modems  fmall  pretenfion 
To  real  wit  or  ftrong  invention. 
The  excellence  you  critics  praife 
Hangs  on  a  curious  choice  of  phrafe; 
Which  pick'd  and  chofen  here  and  there. 
From  profe  or  verfe  no  matter  where. 
Jumbled  together  in  a  difh. 
Like  Spanifh  olio,  fowl,  flefh,  fifh. 
You  fet  the  claffic  hodge-podge  on 
For  pedant  wits  to  feed  upon. 
Your  wou'd-be  Genii  vainly  feck 
Fame  for  their  Latin  verfe,  or  Greek ; 
Who  would  for  that  be  moft  admir'd 
Which  blockheads  may,  and  have  acquir'd. 
A  mere  mechanical  connexion 
Of  favourite  words, — a  bare  colleftion 
Of  phrafes, — where  the  labour'd  cento 
Prefents  you  with  a  dull  memento. 
How  Virgil,   Horace^  Oi; rejoin. 
And  club  together  half  a  line. 
Thefe  only  ftrain  their  motly  wits 
In  gathering  patches,  fhreds,  and  bits. 
To  wrap  their  barren  fancies  in. 
And  make  a  claffic  Harlequin. 

—Were  I  at  once  impower'd  to  fhew 
My  utmoft  vengeance  on  my  foe. 
To  punifh  with  extremeft  rigour, 
I  could  infiidt  no  penance  bigger 
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Than  ufing  him  as  learning's  tool 
To  make  him  Ufher  of  a  fchool. 
For,  not  to  dwell  upon  the  toil 
Of  working  on  a  barren  foil. 
And  lab'ring  with  inceffant  pains 
To  cultivate  a  blockhead's  brains. 
The  duties  there  but  ill  befit 
The  love  of  letters,  arts,  or  wit. 
For  whofoe'er,  though  flightly,  fips. 
Their  grateful  flavour  with  his  lips. 
Will  find  it  leave  a  fmatch  behind. 
Shall  fink  fo  deeply  in  the  mind. 
It  never  thence  can  be  eras'd — 
But,  rifing  up,  you  call  it  Tajle. 

'Twere  foolilh  for  a  drudge  to  chufe 
A  gufto  which  he  cannot  ufe. 
Better  difcard  the  idle  whim. 
What's  He  to  Tafte?  or  Tafte  to  Him? 
For  me,  it  hurts  me  to  the  foul 
To  brook  confinement  or  controul ; 
Still  to  be  pinion'd  down  to  teach 
The  fyntax  and  the  parts  of  fpeech  5 
Or,  what  perhaps  is  drudging  worfe. 
The  links,  and  joints,  and  rules  of  verfe  \ 
To  deal  out  authors  by  retale. 
Like  penny  pots  ai  Oxford  ^t-, 
— Oh!  'Tis  a  fervice  irkfome  more 
Than  tugging  at  the  flavi(h  oar. 

Yet  fuch  his  talk,  a  difmal  truth. 
Who  watches  o'er  the  bent  of  youthj 
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And  while,  a  paltry  ftipend  earning. 
He  fows  the  richeft;  feeds  of  learning. 
And  tills  t/je/'r  minds  with  proper  care. 
And  fees  them  their  due  produce  bear. 
No  joys,  alas !  his  toil  beguile 
His  o-ivn  lies  fallow  all  the  while» 

"  Yet  ftill  he's  in  the  road,  you  fay, 
*'  Of  learning." — Why,  perhaps,  he  may. 
But  turns  like  horfes  in  a  mill. 
Nor  getting  on,  nor  (landing  ftill: 
For  little  way  his  learning  reaches. 
Who  reads  no  more  than  what  he  teaches. 

"  Yet  you  can  fend  advent'rous  youth, 
**  In  fearch  of  letters,  tafte,  and  truth, 
**  Who  ride  the  highway  road  to  knowledge 
"  Through  the  plain  turnpikes  of  a  college," 
True. — Like  way-pofts,  we  ferve  to  fhew 
The  road  which  travellers  Ihould  go; 
Who  jog  along  in  eafy  pace. 
Secure  of  coming  to  the  place. 
Yet  find,  return  whene'er  they  will. 
The  PoJ},  and  its  direftiou  ftill : 
Which  ftands  an  ufeful  unthank'd  guide. 
To  many  a  paffenger  befide. 

'Tis  hard  to  carve  for  others  meat. 
And  not  have  time  one's  felf  to  eat. 
Though,  be  it  always  underftood. 
Our  appetites  are  full  as  good. 

"  But  there  have  been,  and  proofs  appear, 
^<  Who  bore  this  load  from  year  to  year  j 
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**  Whofe  claim  to  letters,  parts,  and  w'ltg 
"  The  world  has  ne'er  difputed  yet. 
"  Whether  the  flowing  mirth  prevail 
*'  In  WeJIey's  fong,  or  humorous  tale; 
**  Or  happier  Bourne  s  exprefllon  pleafe 
**  With  graceful  turns  of  claffic  cafe  ; 
**  Or  Oxford's  well-read  poet  fings 
«*  Pathetic  to  the  ear  of  kings : 
**  Thefe  have  indulg'd  the  mufes'  flight, 
**  Nor  loft  their  time  or  credit  by't; 
**  Nor  fuffer'd  fancy's  dreams  to  prey 
**  On  the  due  bufinefs  of  the  day. 
**  Verfe  was  to  them  a  recreation 
**  Us'd  by  way  of  relaxation." 

Your  inftances  are  fair  and  true. 
And  genius  I  refpeft  with  you. 
I  envy  none  their  honeft  praifej 
I  feek  to  blaft  no  fcholar's  bays : 
Still  let  the  graceful  foliage  fpread 
Its  greeneft  honours  round  their  head, 
Bleft,  if  the  Mufes'  hand  entwine 
A  fprig  at  leaft  to  circle  mine! 

Come, — I  admit,  you  tax  me  right. 
Prudence,^  'tis  true,  was  out  of  fight. 
And  you  may  whifper  all  you  meet. 
The  man  was  vague  and  indifcreet. 
Yet  tell  me,  while  you  cenfure  me. 
Are  you  from  error  found  and  free  ? 
Say,  does  your  breaft  no  bias  hide, 
Whofe  influence  draws  the  mind  alide? 
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All  have  their  hobby-horfe,  you  fee. 
From  Triftram  down  to  you  and  me. 
Ambition,  fplendotor,  may  be  thine; 
Eafe,  indolence,  perhaps,  are  mine. 
Though  prudence,  and  our  nature's  pride 
May  wifh  our  weakneffes  to  hide. 
And  fet  their  hedges  up  before  'em. 
Some  Sprouts  will  branch,  and  ftraggle  o'er  'em. 
Strive,  fight  againft  her  how  you  will. 
Nature  will  be  the  miftrefs  ftill. 
And  though  you  curb  with  double  rein. 
She'll  run  away  with  us  again. 

But  let  a  man  of  parts  be  wrong, 
'Tis  triumph  to  the  leaden  throng. 
The  fools  (hall  cackle  out  reproof. 
The  very  afs  (hall  raife  his  hoof; 
And  he  who  holds  in  his  po(re(rion. 
The  (ingle  virtue  of  difcretion. 
Who  knows  no  overflow  of  fpirit, 
Whofe  want  of  palTions  is  his  merit. 
Whom  wit  and  tafte  and  judgement  flies^, 
ShaU  (hake  Ims  noddle,  andy^^/w  wife. 
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THE        ACTOR, 

ADDRESSED    TO    BONNEL    THORNTON,    ESQj 

CTING,  dear  Thornton,  its  perfeftion  draws. 
From  no  obfervance  of  mechanic  laws : 
No  fettled  maxims  of  a  fav*rite  ftage. 
No  rules  deliver'd  down  from  age  to  age. 
Let  players  nicely  mark  them  as  they  will. 
Can  e'er  entail  hereditary  Ikill. 
If,  'mongft  the  humble  hearers  of  the  pit. 
Some  curious  vet'ran  critic  chance  to  fit. 
Is  he  pleas  "d  more  becaufe  'twas  aded  fo 
By  Booth  and  Gibber  thirty  years  ago  ? 
The  mind  recals  an  objefl;  held  more  dear. 
And  hates  the  copy,  that  it  comes  fo  near. 
Why  lov'd  he  Wilks's  air.  Booth's  nervous  tone  ? 
In  them  'twas  natural,  'twas  all  their  own. 
A  Garrick's  genius  muft  our  wonder  raife. 
But  gives  his  mimic  no  refleded  praife. 

Thrice  happy  Genius,  whofe  unrival'd  name. 
Shall  live  for  ever  in  the  voice  of  Fame! 
'Tis  thine  to  lead  with  more  than  magic  fkill. 
The  train  of  captive  paflions  at  thy  will ; 
To  bid  the  burfting  tear  fpontaneous  flow 
In  the  fweet  fenfe  of  fympathetic  woe  : 
Through  ev'ry  vein  I  feel  a  chilnefs  creep. 
When  horrors  fuch  as  thine  have  murder ^Jletp; 
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And  at  the  old  man's  look  and  frantic  ftare 
'Tis  Lear  alarms  me,  for  I  fee  him  there. 
Nor  yet  confin'd  to  tragic  walks  alone. 
The  Comic  Mufe  too  claims  thee  for  her  own. 
With  each  delightful  requifite  to  pleafe, 
Tafte,  Spirit,  Judgment,  Elegance,  and  Eafe, 
Familiar  Nature  forms  thy  only  rale. 
From  Ranger's  rake  to  Drugger's  vacant  fool. 
With  powers  fo  pliant,  and  fo  various  bleft. 
That  what  we  fee  the  laft,  we  like  the  bed. 
Not  idly  pleas'd,  at  judgment's  dear  expence. 
But  burft  outraoeous  with  the  laugh  of  fenfe. 

Perfeftion's  top,  with  weary  toil  and  pain, 
'Tis  genius  only  that  can  hope  to  gain. 
The  Play'r's  profeffion  (though  I  hate  the  phrafc, 
*Tis  fo  mechanic  in  thefe  modern  days) 
Lies  not  in  trick,  or  attitude,  or  ftart. 
Nature's  true  knowledge  is  the  only  art." 
The  ftrong-felt  paffion  bolts  into  his  face. 
The  mind  untouch'd,  what  is  it  but  grimace! 
To  thkone  ftandard  make  your  juft  appeal. 
Here  lies  the  golden  fecret ;  learn  to  feel. 
Or  fool,  or  monarch,  happy,  or  diftrell. 
No  ador  pleafes  that  is  not  pojfefs'd. 

Once  on  the  ftage,  in  Rome's  declining  days. 
When  Chriftians  were  the  fubjeft  of  their  plays,. 
E'er  perfecution  dropp'd  her  iron  rod. 
And  men  ftill  wag'd  an  impious  war  with  God, 
An  aftor  flourilh'd  of  no  vulgar  fame. 
Nature's  difciple,  and  Geneft  his  name, 
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A  noble  objed  for  his  fkill  he  chofe, 
A  martyr  dying  'midft  infulting  foes. 
Refign'd  with  patience  to  religion's  laws. 
Yet  braving  monarchs  in  his  Saviour's  caufe. 
Fiird  with  th'  idea  of  the  facred  part. 
He  felt  a  zeal  beyond  the  reach  of  art. 
While  look  and  voice,  and  gefture,  all  exprefl 
A  kindred  ardour  in  the  player's  breaft; 
Till  as  the  flame  through  all  his  bofom  ran. 
He  loft  the  Aftor,  and  commenc'd  the  Man; 
Profefl  the  faith ;  his  pagan  gods  denied. 
And  what  he  afted  then,  he  after  died. 

The  Player's  province  they  but  vainly  try. 
Who  wantthefe  pow'rs,  Deportment y  Foke,  and  Eje, 

The  Critic  Sight  'tis  only  Grace  can  pleafe. 
No  figure  charms  us  if  it  has  not  Ea/e. 
There  are,  who  think  the  ftature  all  in  all. 
Nor  like  the  hero,  if  he  is  not  tall. 
The  feeling  fenfe  all  other  want  fupplies, 
I  rate  no  aftor's  merit  from  his  fize. 
Superior  height  requires  fuperior  grace. 
And  what's  a  giant  with  a  vacant  face? 

Theatric  monarchs,  in  their  tragic  gait, 
AfFeft  to  mark  the  folemn  pace  of  ftate. 
One  foot  put  forward  in  pofition  ftrong. 
The  other,  like  its  vaffal,  dragg'd  along. 
So  grave  each  motion,  fo  exad  and  flow. 
Like  wooden  monarchs  at  a  puppet  fhow. 
The  mien  delights  us  that  has  native  grace. 
But  afFe<^ation  ill  fupplies  its  place. 
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Unfkilful  adors,  like  your  mimic  apes. 
Will  writhe  their  bodies  in  a  thoufand  fliapes; 
However  foreign  from  the  poet's  art. 
No  tragic  hero  but  admires  a  ftart. 
What  though  unfeeling  of  the  nervous  line. 
Who  but  allows  his  attitude  is  fine  ? 
While  a  whole  minute  equipois'd  he  fiands. 
Till  praife  difmifs  him  with  her  echoing  hands! 
Refolv'd,  though  nature  hate  the  tedious  paufe. 
By  perfeverance  to  extort  applaufe. 
When  Romeo  forrowing  at  his  Juliet's  doom. 
With  eager  madnefs  burfts  the  canvas  tomb, 
Thefudden  whirl,  ftretchd  leg,  and  lifted  ftaiF, 
Which  pleafe  the  vulgar,  make  the  critic  laugh. 

To  paint  the  paffion's  force,  and  mark  it  well. 
The  proper  aftion  nature's  felf  will  tell; 
No  pleafing  pow'rs  diftortions  e'er  exprefs. 
And  nicer  judgment  always  loaths  excefs. 
In  fock  or  bulkin,  who  o'erleaps  the  bounds, 
Difgufts  our  reafon,  and  the  tafte  confounds. 

Of  all  the  evils  which  the  ftage  moled, 
I  hate  your  fool  who  overalls  his  jeft; 
Who  murders  what  the  poet  finely  writ. 
And,  like  a  bungler,  haggles  all  his  wit. 
With  fhrug,  and  grin,  and  gefture  out  of  place. 
And  writes  a  foolifh  comment  with  his  face. 
Old  Johnfon  once,  though  Gibber's  perter  vein  * 
But  meanly  groupes  him  with  a  num'rous  train, 

*  See  Cibber's  Apology,  SvOi  1750, 

With 
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With  fteady  face,  and  fober  hum'rous  mien, 
Fill'd  the  ftrong  outlines  of  the  comic  fcene. 
What  was  writ  down,  with  decent  utt'rance  fpoke, 
Betray'd  no  fymptom  of  the  confcious  joke; 
The  very  man  in  look,  in  voice,  in  air. 
And  though  upon  the  ftage,  appear'd  no  Play'r. 

The  word  and  aftion  fhould  conjointly  fuit. 
But  afting  words  is  labour  too  minute. 
Grimace  will  ever  lead  the  judgment  wrong; 
While  fober  humour  marks  th'  impreffion  ftrong. 
Her  proper  traits  the  fixt  attention  hit. 
And  bring  me  clofer  to  the  poet's  wit; 
With  her  delighted  o'er  each  fcene  I  go, 
Well-pleas'd,  and  not  alham'd  of  being  fo. 

But  let  the  generous  Ador  ftill  forbear 
To  copy  features  with  a  Mimic's  care! 
'Tis  a  poor  fkill  which  ev'ry  fool  can  reach, 
A  vile  ftage-cuftom,  honour'd  in  the  breach. 
Worfe  as  more  clofe,  the  difingenuous  art 
But  fhews  the  wanton  loofenefs  of  the  heart. 
When  I  behold  a  wretch,  of  talents  mean. 
Drag  private  foibles  on  the  public  fcene, 
Forfaking  nature's  fair  and  open  road 
To  mark  fome  whim,  fome  ftrange  peculiar  mode, 
Fir'd  with  difguft  I  loath  his  fervile  plan, 
Defpife  the  mimic,  and  abhor  the  man. 
Go  to  the  lame,  to  hofpitals  repair. 
And  hunt  for  humour  in  diftortions  there ! 
Fill  up  the  meafure  of  the  motley  whim 
With  Ihrug,  wink,  fnuffle,  and  convulfive  limb; 

Then 
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Then  fhanie  at  once,  to  plcafe  a  trifling  age. 
Good  fenfe,  good  manners,  virtue,  and  the  flage! 

'Tis  not  enough  the  voice  be  found  and  clear, 
'Tis  modulation  that  muft  charm  the  ear. 
When  defperate  heroines  grieve  with  tedious  moan. 
And  whine  their  forrows  in  a  fee-faw  tone. 
The  fame  foft  founds  of  unimpaffioned  woes 
Can  only  make  the  yawning  hearers  doze. 

The  voice  all  modes  of  paffion  can  exprefs. 
That  marks  the  proper  word  with  proper  llrefs. 
But  none  emphatic  can  that  ador  call. 
Who  lays  an  equal  emphafis  on  all. 

Some  o'er  the  tongue  the  labour'd  meafures  roll 
Slow  and  delib'rate  as  the  parting  toll. 
Point  ev'ry  flop,  mark  ev'ry  paufe  fo  ftrong. 
Their  words,  like  ftage-proceffions  ftalk  along. 
All  aiFedation  but  creates  difguft. 
And  e'en  in  fpeaking  we  may  feem  too  juft. 

Nor  proper,  Thornton,  can  thofe  founds  appear 
Which  bring  not  numbers  to  thy  nicer  ear  ; 
In  vain  for  them  the  pleafmg  meafure  flows, 
W'hofe  recitation  runs  it  all  to  profe; 
Repeating  what  the  poet  fets  not  down. 
The  verb  disjointing  from  its  friendly  noun, 
While  paufe,  and  break,  and  repetition  join 
To  make  a  difcord  in  each  tuneful  line. 

Some  placid  natures  fill  th'  allotted  fcene 
With  lifelefs  drone,  infipid  and  ferene ; 
While  others  thunder  ev'ry  couplet  o'er, 
^nd  almofl  crack  your  ears  with  rant  and  roar. 

More 
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More  nature  oft  and  finer  ftrokes  are  fhown. 
In  the  low  whifper  than  tempeftuous  tone. 
And  Hamlet's  hollow  voice  and  fixt  amaze. 
More  powerful  terror  to  the  mind  conveys. 
Than  he,  who,  fwol'n  with  big  impetuous  rage. 
Bullies  the  bulky  phantom  off  the  ftage. 

He,  who  in  earneft  ftudies  o'er  his  part. 
Will  find  true  nature  cling  about  his  heart. 
The  modes  of  grief  are  not  included  all 
In  the  white  handkerchief  and  mournful  drawl  | 
A  fingle  look  more  marks  th'  internal  woe. 
Than  all  the  windings  of  the  lengthen 'd  Oh. 
Up  to  the  Face  the  quick  fenfation  flies. 
And  darts  its  meaning  from  the  fpeaking  Eyes; 
Love,  tranfport,  madnefs,  anger,  fcorn,  defpair. 
And  all  the  paffions,  all  the  foul  is  there. 

In  vain  Ophelia  gives  her  fiowrets  round. 
And  with  her  ftraws  fantaftic  ftrews  the  ground. 
In  vain  now  fings,  now  heaves  the  defp'rate  figh. 
If  phrenzy  fit  not  in  the  troubled  eye. 
In  Gibber's  look  commanding  forrows  fpeak. 
And  call  the  tear  faft  trick'ling  down  my  cheek. 
There  is  a  fault  which  ftirs  the  critic's  rage; 
A  want  of  due  attention  on  the  ftage. 
I  have  feen  adors,  and  admir'd  ones  too, 
Whofe  tongues  wound  up  fet  forward  from  their  cue; 
In  their  own  fpeech  who  whine,  or  roar  away. 
Yet  feem  unmov'd  at  what  the  reft  may  fay; 
Whofe  eyes  and  thoughts  on  diff""rent  objefts  roam. 
Until  the  prompter's  voice  recal  them  home, 

Diveft 
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Diveft  yourfelf  of  hearers,  if  you  can. 
And  ftrive  to  fpeak,  and  be  the  very  man* 
Why  (hould  the  well-bred  aftor  wifli  to  know 
Who  fits  above  to-night,  or  who  below  ? 
So,  'mid  th'  harmonious  tones  of  grief  or  rage, 
Italian  fquallers  oft  difgrace  the  ftage ; 
When,  with  a  fimp'ring  leer,  and  bow  profound. 
The  fqueaking  Cyrus  greets  the  boxes  round; 
Or  proud  Mandane,  of  imperial  race. 
Familiar  drops  a  curt'fie  to  her  grace* 

To  fuit  the  drefs  demands  the  aftor's  art. 
Yet  there  are  thofe  who  over-drefs  the  part. 
To  fome  prefcriptive  right  gives  fettled  things, 
Black  wigs  to  murd'rers,  feather'd  hats  to  kings. 
But  Michael  Caflio  might  be  drunk  enough. 
Though  all  his  features  were  not  grim'd  with  fnufF. 
Why  fhould  Pol  Peachum  ftiine  in  fatin  clothes  ? 
Why  ev'ry  devil  dance  in  fcarlet  hofe? 

But  in  ftage-cuftoms  what  offends  me  moft 
Is  the  flip-door,  and  flowly-rifing  ghofc. 
Tell  me,  nor  count  the  queftion  too  fevere. 
Why  need  the  difmal  powder'd  forms  appear? 

When  chilling  horrors  fhake  th'  affrighted  king. 
And  guilt  torments  him  with  her  fcorpion  fling; 
When  keeneft  feelings  at  his  bofom  pull. 
And  fancy  tells  him  that  the  feat  is  full ; 
Why  need  the  ghoft  ufurp  the  monarch's  place. 
To  frighten  children  with  his  mealy  face? 
The  king  alone  fhould  form  the  phantom  there. 
And  talk  and  tremble  at  the  vacant  chair. 

Vol.  LXVIII.  C  If 
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If  Belvidera  her  lov'd  lofs  deplore. 
Why  for  twin  fpeftres  burfts  the  yawning  flocr? 
When  with  diforder'd  ftarts,  and  horrid  cries. 
She  paints  the  murder'd  forms  before  her  eyes. 
And  ftill  purfues  them  with  a  frantic  ftare, 
'Tis  pregnant  madnefs  brings  the  vifions  there. 
More  inftant  horror  would  enforce  the  fcene. 
If  all  her  ihudd'rings  were  at  fhapes  unfeen. 

Poet  and  Aclor  thus,  with  blendid  fkill. 
Mould  all  our  paffions  to  their  inftant  will; 
'Tis  thus,  when  feeling  Garrick  treads  the  ftage, 
{The  fpeaking  comment  of  his  Shakefpear's  page) 
Oft  as  I  drink  the  words  with  greedy  ears, 
I  fhake  with  horror,  or  diffolve  with  tears. 

O,  ne'er  may  folly  feize  the  throne  of  tafte, 
Nordulnefs  lay  the  realms  of  genius  wafte! 
No  bouncing  crackers  ape  the  thund'rer's  fire. 
No  tumbler  float  upon  the  bending  wire! 
More  natural  ufes  to  the  ftage  belong. 
Than  tumblers,  monfters,  pantomime,   or  fong. 
For  other  purpofe  was  that  fpot  defign'd : 
To  purge  the  paftlons,  and  reform  the  mind. 
To  give  to  nature  all  the  force  of  art. 
And  while  it  charms  the  ear  to  mend  the  heart. 

Thornton,  to  thee,  I  dare  with  truth  commend. 
The  decent  ftage  as  virtue's  natural  friend. 
Though  oft  debas'd  with  fcenes  profane  and  loofe. 
No  reafon  weighs  againft  its  proper  ufe. 
Though  the  lewd  prieft  his  facred  fundion  fhame. 
Religion's  perfed  law  is  ftill  the  fame. 

Shall 
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Shall  They,  who  trace  the  paflions  from  their  rife. 
Shew  fcorn  her  features,  her  own  image  vice? 
Who  teach  the  mind  its  proper  force  to  fcan. 
And  hold  the  faithful  mirror  up  to  man. 
Shall  their  profeffion  e'er  provoke  difdain. 
Who  ftand  the  foremoft  in  the  moral  train. 
Who  lend  refleftion  all  the  grace  of  art. 
And  ftrike  the  precept  home  upon  the  heart  ? 

Yet,  haplefs  Artift!  though  thy  (kill  can  raife 
The  burfting  peal  of  univerfal  praife. 
Though  at  thy  beck  Applaufe  delighted  flands, 
And  lifts,  Briareus'  like,  her  hundred  hands. 
Know,  Fame  awards  thee  but  a  partial  breath! 
Not  all  thy  talents  brave  the  ftroke  of  death. 
Poets  to  ages  yet  unborn  appeal. 
And  lateft  times  th'  Eternal  Nature  feel. 
Though  blended  here  the  praife  of  bard  and  play  V. 
While  more  than  half  becomes  the  Adder's  fhare, 
Relentlefs  death  untwifts  the  mingled  fame. 
And  finks  the  player  in  the  poet's  name. 
The  pliant  mufcles  of  the  various  face. 
The  mien  that  gave  each  fentence  ftrength  and  grace. 
The  tuneful  voice,  the  eye  that  fpoke  the  mind. 
Are  gone,  nor  leave  a  fingle  trace  behind. 
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THE     LAW      STUDENT*. 

TO     GEORGE      COLMAN,      ESQ^ 

^tid  iibi  aim  Cirrhd  ?  quid  cum  Permeffidos  undo.  ? 
Rumanum  propius  dvvitiujque  Forum  eji. 

Mart. 

"^O  W  Chrift-Church  left,  and  fixt  at  Lincoln's  Inn, 

Th'  important  ftudies  of  the  Law  begin. 
Now  groan  the  jfhelves  beneath  th'  unufual  charge 
Of  Records,  Statutes,  and  Reports  at  large. 
Each  Claffic  Author  feeks  his  peaceful  nook. 
And  modeft  Virgil  yields  his  place  to  Coke. 
No  rnore,  ye  Bards,  for  vain  precedence  hope. 
But  even  Jacob  take  the  lead  of  Pope ! 

While  the  pil'd  (helves  fink  down  on  one  another. 
And  each  huge  folio  has  its  cumb'rous  brother. 
While,  arm'd  with  thefe,  the  Student  views  with  awe 
His  rooms  become  the  magazine  of  Law, 
^ay  whence  fo  few  fuccced  ?  where  thoufands  aim. 
So  few  e'er  reach  the  promis'd  goal  of  fame  ? 
Say,  why  Caecilius  quits  a  gainful  trade 
For  regimentals,  fword,  and  fmart  cockade? 

*  In  the  Preface  to  Colman's  profe  that  gentleman  claims  the  pre- 
fent  performance,  and  fays  that  it  was  given  to  our  Author  to  fill  up 
a  volume  of  poems  publilhed  by  fubfcription. 

Or 
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Or  Sextus  why  his  firft  profeffion  leaves 

For  narrower  band,  plain  fliirt,  and  pudding  fleeves? 

The  depth  of  lawafks  ftudy,  thought,  and  care  ? 
Shall  we  feek  thefe  in  rich  Alonzo's  heir? 
Such  diligence,  alas !  is  feldom  found 
In  the  brifk  heir  to  forty  thoufand  pound. 
Wealth,  that  excufes  folly,  floth  creates. 
Few,  who  can  fpend,  e'er  learn  to  get  eftates. 
What  is  to  him  dry  cafe,  or  dull  report. 
Who  ftudies  fafhions  at  the  Inns  of  Court; 
And  proves  that  thing  of  emptinefs  and  Ihow, 
Thatmungrel,  half-form'd  thing,  a  Temple-Beau? 
Obferve  him  daily  faunt'ring  up  and  down. 
In  purple  flippers,  and  in  filkengown; 
Laft  night's  debauch,  his  morning  converfation ; 
The  coming,  all  his  evening  preparation. 

By  Law  let  others  toil  to  gain  renown! 
Florio's  a  gentleman,  a  man  o'th'  town. 
He  nor  courts  clients,  or  the  law  regarding. 
Hurries  from  Nando's  down  to  Covent-Garden : 
Yet  he's  a  Scholar ; — mark  him  in  the  Pit 
With  critic  catcall  found  the  flops  of  wit ! 
Supreme  at  George's  he  harangues  the  throng, 
Cenfor  of  ftile  from  tragedy  to  fong  : 
Him  ev'ry  witling  views  with  fecret  awe. 
Deep  in  the  Drama,  (hallow  in  the  Law. 

Others  there  are,  who,  indolent  and  vain. 
Contemn  the  fcicnce,  they  can  ne'er  attain : 
Who  write,  and  read,  but  all  by  fits  and  ftarts. 
And  varnifh  folly  with  the  name  of  Parts ; 

C    3  Truft 
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Trufl:  all  to  Genius,  for  they  fcorn  to  pore. 
Till  e'en  that  little  Genius  is  no  more. 

Knowledge  in  Law  care  only  can  attain. 
Where  honour's  purchas'd  at  the  price  of  pain. 
If,  loit'ring,  up  th'  afcent  you  ceafe  to  climb. 
No  ftarts  of  labour  can  redeem  the  time. 
Induftrious  ftudy  wins  by  flow  degrees. 
True  fons  of  Coke  can  ne'er  be  fons  at  cafe. 

There  are,  whom  Love  of  Poetry  has  fmit, 
"Who,  blind  to  intereft,  arrant  dupes  to  wit. 
Have  wander 'd  devious  in  the  pleafing  road. 
With  Attic  flowers  and  Claflic  wreaths  beftrew'd  : 
Wedded  to  verfe,  embrac'd  the  Mufe  for  life. 
And  ta'en,  like  modern  bucks,  their  whores  to  wife. 
Where'er  the  Mufe  ufurps  defpotic  fway. 
All  other  ftudies  muft  of  force  give  way, 
Int'reft  in  vain  puts  in  her  prudent  claim, 
Nonfuited  by  the  pow'rful  plea  of  fame. 
As  well  you  might  weigh  lead  againft  a  feather. 
As  ever  jumble  wit  and  law  together. 
On  Littleton  Coke  gravely  thus  remarks, 
(Remember  this,  ye  rhyming  Temple  Sparks  ! 
"  In  all  our  author's  tenures,  be  it  riCitEf, 
"  This  is  the  fourth  time  any  verfe  is  quoted." 
Which,  'gainft  the  Mufe  and  verfe,  may  well  imply 
What  lawyers  call  a  noli  projequi. 

Quit  then,  dear  George,  O  quit  the  barren  field. 
Which  neither  profit  nor  reward  can  yield  ! 
What  the'  the  fprightly  fcene,  well  afted,  draws 
From  unpack'd  Engliflimen  unbrib'd  applaufe. 

Some 
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Some  monthly  Grub,  feme  Dennis  of  the  age. 

In  print  cries  fliame  on  the  degen'rate  ftage  *. 

If  haply  Churchill  ftrive  with  generous  aim. 

To  fan  the  fparks  of  genius  to  a  flame  ; 

If  all  unask'd,  unknowing,  and  unknown. 

By  noting  thy  defert,  he  prove  his  own  ; 

Envy  fhall  ftraight  to  Hamilton's  repair. 

And  vent  her  fpleen,  and  gall,  and  venom  there. 

Thee,  and  thy  works,  and  all  thy  friends  decry. 

And  boldly  print  and  publifli  a  rank  lie. 

Swear  your  own  hand  the  flatt'ring  likenefs  drew. 

Swear  your  own  breath  fame's  partial  trumpet  blew. 

Well  I  remember  oft  your  friends  have  faid, 
(Friends,  whom  thefureft  maxims  ever  led) 
Turn  parfon,  Colman,  that's  the  way  to  thrive  : 
Your  parfon s  are  the  happieft  men  alive. 
Judges,  there  are  but  twelve,  and  nevermore, 
Eut  Stalls  untold,  and  Bifhops,  twenty-four. 
Of  pride  and  claret,  floth  and  ven'fon  full. 
Yon  prelate  mark,  right  reverend  and  dull! 
He  ne'er,  good  man,  need  penfive  vigils  keep 
To  preach  his  audience  once  a  week  to  fleep; 
On  rich  preferments  battens  at  his  eafe. 
Nor  fweats  for  tithes,  as  lawyers  toil  for  fees, 

*  See  the  very  curious  and  very  similar  criticifms  on  the 
comedy  of  the  Jealous  Wife,  in  the  two  Reviews,  together  with 
the  moft  malicious  and  infolent  attack  on  the  writer,  and  the  au- 
thor of  this  Colledlion  in  the  Critical  Review  for  March;  an  in- 
jury poorly  repaired  by  a  lame  apology  in  the  Review  for  the  fucceed- 
ing  month,  qoijtaining  frclh  infults  on  one  of  the  injured  parties. 

g  4  Thus 
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Thus  they  advis'd.     I  know  thee  better  far  j 
And  cry,  ftick  clofe,  dear  Colman,  to  the  Bar! 
If  genius  warm  thee,  where  can  genius  call 
For  nobler  adion  than  in  yonder  hall  ? 
'Tis  not  enough  each  morn,  on  Term's  approach. 
To  club  your  legal  threepence  for  a  coach ; 
Then  at  the  Hall  to  take  your  filent  ftand. 
With  ink-horn  and  long  note-book  in  your  hand. 
Marking  grave  ferjeants  cite  eaeh  wife  report. 
And  noting  down  fage  diftums  from  the  court. 
With  overwhelming  brow,  and  law-Iearn'd  face. 
The  index  of  your  book  of  common-place. 

Thefe  are  mere  drudges,  that  can  only  plod. 
And  tread  the  path  their  dull  forefathers  trod, 
Doom'd  thro'  law's  maze,  without  a  clue,  to  rangCj 
T^iovafecond  Vernon  down  Xafectnd  Strange. 
Do  Thou  uplift  thine  eyes  to  happier  wits! 
Dulnefs  no  longer  on  the  vvoolpack  fits; 
No  longer  on  the  drawling  dronilh  herd 
Are  the  iirft  honours  of  the  law  confer 'd ; 
But  they  whofe  fame  reward's  due  tribute  draws. 
Whofe  aftive  merit  challenges  applaufe. 
Like  glorious  beacons,  are  fet  high  to  view. 
To  mark  the  paths  which  genius  fhould  perfue. 

Ofor  thy  fpirit,  Mansfield  !  at  thy  name 
What  bofom  glows  not  with  an  aftive flame? 
Alone  from  Jargon  born  to  refcue  Law, 
From  precedent,  grave  hum,  and  formal  faw  ! 
To  ftrip  chican'ry  of  its  vain  pretence. 
And  marry  Common  Law  to  Common  Senfe! 

Pratt! 
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PratT  *!  on  thy  lips  perfuafion  ever  hung! 
Englifti  falls,  pure  as  Manna,  from  thy  tongue  ; 
On  thy  voice  truth  may  reft,  and  on  thy  plea 
Unerring  H  e  n  l  e  y  +  found  the  juft  decree. 

Henley!  than  whom,   to  Hardvi^icke's  well- 
rais'd  fame. 
No  worthier  fecond  Royal  George  cou'dname: 
No  lawyer  of  prerogative ;  no  tool 
Fafhion'd  in  black  corruption's  pliant  fchool; 
Form'd  'twixt  the  People  and  the  Crown  to  ftand. 
And  hold  the  fcales  of  right  with  even  hand  ! 

True  to  our  hopes,  and  equal  to  his  birth. 
See,  fee  in  Yorker  the  force  of  lineal  worth! 

But  vvhy  their  fev'ral  merits  need  I  tell  ? 
Why  on  each  honour'd  fage's  praifes  dwell 
WiLMOT  II  how  well  his  place,  or  Foster§  fills  ? 
Or  fhrew'd  fenfe  beaming  from  the  eye  of  Will  es  f  ? 

Such,  while  thou  feeft  the  public  care  engage. 
Their  fame  increafing  with  increafing  age, 
Rais'd  by  true  genius,  bred  in  Phoebus'  fchool, 
Whofe  warmth  of  foul  found  judgment  knew  to  cool ; 

*  Afterwards  Earl  Camden. 
t  Afterwards  Earl  of  Northington. 
X  Charles  Yorke,  Efq;  fecond  fon  of  Lord  Hardwick. 
^  Sir  John  Eardley   Wilmot,    afterwards    Chief  Juftice  of  the 
Common  Pleas. 

II  Sir  Michael  Fofter,  one  of  the  Judges  of  the  King's  Bench. 
H  Sir  John  Willes,  Chief  Juftice  of  the  Common  Pleas. 

—With 
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— With  fuch  illuftrious  proofs  before  your  eyes. 
Think  not,  my  friend,  you've  too  much  wit  to  rife. 
Think  of  the  bench,  the  coif,  long  robe,  and  fee. 
And  leave  the  Prefs  to  *********  *»»  **  **, 
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/^LD   England  has  not  loft  her  pray'r, 

^-^  And  George,  (thank  heav'n!)  has  got  an  heir, 

A  royal  babe,  a  Prince  of  Wales. 

■ — Poets !   I  pity  all  your  nails — 

What  reams  of  paper  will  be  fpoil'd ! 

"^h^Lt  gradufes  be  daily  foil'd 

By  inky  fingers,  greafy  thumbs. 

Hunting  the  word  that  never  comes ! 

Now  Academics  pump  their  wits. 
And  la(h  in  vain  their  lazy  tits  ; 
In  vain  they  whip,  and  flafh,  and  fpur. 
The  callous  jades  will  never  ftir; 
Nor  can  they  reach  PartiaJJus'  hill. 
Try  every  method  which  they  will. 
Nay,  fhould  the  tits  get  on  for  once. 
Each  rider  is  fo  grate  a  dunce. 
That,  as  I've  heard  good  judges  fay, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  they'd  lofe  their  way; 
Though  not  one  wit  beftrides  the  back 
Of  ufeful  drudge,  ycleped  hack. 
But  fine  bred  things  of  mettled  bloody 
Pick'd  from  Apollo's  ToydX  Jiud, 
Greek,  Roman,  nay  Arabian  fteeds. 
Or  thofe  our  mother  country  breeds; 
Some  ride  ye  in,  and  ride  ye  out. 
And  to  come  home  go  round  about. 

Not 
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Nor  on  the  green  fwerd,  nor  the  road. 
And  that  I  think  they  call  an  Ode, 
Some  take  the  pleafant  country  air. 
And  fmack  their  whips  and  drive  a  pair. 
Each  horfe  with  bells  which  clink  and  chime. 
And  fo  they  march — and  that  is  rhime. 
Some  copy  with  prodigious  fkill 
The  figures  of  a  buttery-bill. 
Which,  with  great  folks  of  erudition. 
Shall  pafs  for  Coptic  or  Phcenician. 
While  fome,  as  patriot  love  prevails. 
To  compliment  a  prince  of  Wales, 
Salute  the  royal  babe  in  Weljh, 
And  fend  forth  gutturals  like  a  belch. 

What  pretty  things  imagination 
Will  fritter  out  in  adulation  ! 
The  Pagan  Gods  fhall  vifit  earth. 
To  triumph  in  a  Chrifiians  birth. 
While  clajfic  poets,  pure  and  chafte. 
Of  trim  and  academic  taste. 
Shall  lug  them  in  by  head  and  fhoulders , 
To  be  or fpeakers ,    or  beholders. 
Mars  fhall  prefent  him  with  a  lance. 
To  humble  Spain  and  conquer  France; 
The  Graces,  buxom,  blith,  and  gay. 
Shall  at  his  cradle  dance  the  Hay; 
And  Venus,  with  her  train  of  Loves, 
Shall  bring  a  thoufand  pair  of  doves 
To  bill,   to  coo,  to  whine,  to  fqueak, 
Tlirough  all  the  dialers  of  Greeks. 

Hovr 
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How  many/iua/;«  of  claffic  breed. 

Shall  deftly  txxn^  their  oaten  reed. 

And  bring  their  Doric  nymphs  to  town. 

To  ling  their  meafures  up  and  don/jtit 

In  notes  alternate  clear  and  fweet. 

Like  Ballad-Jtngers  in  a  ftreet. 

While  thofe  who  grafp  at  reputation. 

From  imitating  imitation. 

Shall  hunt  each  cranny,  nook,  and  creek, 

YoT  precious  fragments  in  the  Greek, 

And  rob  thefpital,  and  the  <vcajle. 

For  fenfe,  and  fentiment,  and  tafte. 

What  Latin  hodge-podge,  Grecian  hajh. 
With  Hebrew  roots,  and  Englifh  trajh. 
Shall  academic  cooks  produce 
For  prefent  (how  and  future  ufe! 
Fellows!  who've  foak'd  away  their  knowledge, 
\njleepy  refidence  at  college; 
Whofe  lives  are  like  a  ftagnant  pool. 
Muddy  and  placid,  dull  and  cool; 
Mere  drinking,  eating;  eating,  drinking; 
With  no  impertinence  of  thinking  ; 
Who  lack  no  farther  erudition. 
Than  juft  to/et  an  impofition 
To  cramp,  demolifh,  and  difpirit. 
Each  true  begotten  child  of  merit ; 
Cenfors,  who,  in  the  day's  broad  light, 
Punifti  the  vice  they  ad  at  night ; 
Whofe  charity  with y^^  begins. 
Nor  covers  others  venial  fins; 

But 
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But  that  their  feet  may  fafely  tread. 
Take  up  hypocrify  inftead. 
As  knowing  that  muft  always  hide 
A  muhitude  of  fins  befide; 
Whofe  rufty  wit  is  at  a  ftand, 
Without  a  frejhman  at  their  hand  j 
(Whofe  fervice  muft  of  courfe  create 
The  juft  return  of  fev'n-fold  hate) 
Lord !  that  fuch  good  and  ufefiil  men 
Should  ever  turn  to  books  agen. 

Yet  matter  muft  be  gravely  plann'd. 
And  fyllables  on  fingers  fcann'd. 
And  racking  pangs  rend  lab'ring  head. 
Till  lady  Muft;  is  brought  to-bed: 
What  hunting,  changing,  toiling,  fweating, 
To  bring  the  ufual  epithet  in  ! 
Where  the  crampt  meafure  kindly  (hows 
It  'will  be  verfe,  but  Jhould  be  profe. 
So,  when  its  neither  light  nor  dark. 
To  'prentice  fpruce,  or  lawyer's  clerk. 
The  nymph,  who  takes  her  nightly  ftand 
At  fome  fly  corner  in  the  Strand, 
Plump  in  the  cheft,  tight  in  the  boddice. 
Seems  to  the  eye  a  perfed  goddefs ; 
But  canvafs'd  more  minutely  o'er. 
Turns  out  an  old,  ftale,  batter 'd  whore. 

Yet  muft  thefe  fons  of  gowned   eas£. 
Proud  of  the  plumage  of  Degrees, 
Forfake  their  apathy  a  while. 
To  figure  in  the  Rom^tn  ftile. 


And 
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And  offer  incenfe  at  the  flirine 
Of  Latin  Poetry  i)ww<?. 

Upon  a  throne  the  goddefs  fits> 
Surrounded  by  her  bulky  wits  \ 
Fabric  I  us.  Cooper,  Calepine, 

AiNSWORTHIUS,  FaBER,  CoNSTANTINej 

And  he,  who  like  Dodo n  a  fpoke, 
De  Sacra  Quercu,  Holyoake  j 
Thefe  are  her  counfellors  of  ftate. 
Men  of  much  words,  and  wits  of  ixieightj 
Here  Gradus,  full  of/^rfl/9f  f/<fi«'r. 
Lord  of  her  treafurj  for  ever. 
With  liberal  hand  his  bounty  deals ; 
Sir  Cento  Keeper  of  the  Seals, 
Next  to  the  perfon  of  the  queen. 
Old  madam  Prosody  is  feen; 
Talking  inceffant,  although  dumb. 
Upon  her  fingers  to  her  thumb. 

And  all  around  her  portraits  hung 
Of  heroes  in  the  Latin  Tongue ; 
Italian^  Englijh,  German,  French, 
Who  moft  laborioufly  entrench 
In  deep  parade  of  language  dead. 
What  would  not  in  their  ouun  be  read. 
Without  impeachment  of  that  Taste, 
Which  Latin  Idiom  turns  to  chajie. 
Santolius  here,  whofe  flippant  j  oke. 
Sought  refuse  in  a  Roman  cloak  : 
With  dull  CoMMiRiusat  his  fide. 
In  all  the  pomp  of  jefuit  pride. 

Menage 
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M  E  N  A  G  E ,  the  pedant  figur'd  there, 
A  trifler  with  a  folemn  air : 
And  there  in  loofe,  unfecmly  view, 
Thegracelefs,  eafy  LovELiNG  too. 

'Tis  here  grave  poets  urge  their  claim. 
For  fomethiti  blaft  of  tiny  fame; 
Here  bind  their  temples  drunk  with  praife. 
With  half  a  fprig  of  ou/V^frWbays. 

O  poet,  if  that  honour'd  name 
Befits  fuch  idle  childifh  aim } 
If  Virgil  aflc  thy  facred  care. 
If  Horace  charm  thee,  oh  forbear 
To  fpoil  with  facrilegious  hand. 
The  glories  of  the  classic  land; 
Nor  fow  thy  dowlas  on  the  Sattin, 
Of  their  pure  uncorrupted  Latirt. 
Better  be  native  in  thy  verfe, 
W  hat  is  Fi  N  G  a  L  but  genuine  Erfe  ? 
Which  all  fublime  fonorous  flows. 
Like  Hervey's  thoughts  in  drunken  profe. 

Hail,  Scotland,  hail,  to  thee  belong 
All  pow'rs,  but  moft  the  pow'rs  of  fong; 
Whether  the  rude  unpolifli'd  Erfe 
Stalk  in  the  buckram  Profe  ot  Verfe, 
Or  bonny  Ramsay  pleafe  thee  wo',     ' 
V^hofangfae  fweetly  awo  his  woe. 
If  ought  (and  fay  who  knows  fo  well) 
The  fecond-fighted  Mufe  can  tell. 
The  happy  Lairds  fhall  laugh  and  fing. 
When  England's  Genius  droops  his  wing. 

So 


THE   POETRY  PROFESSORS.  3j 

So  fliall  thy  foil  new  wealth  difclofe. 
So  thy  own  Thistle  choak  the  Rose. 

But  what  comes  here  ?  Methinks  I  fee 
A  walking  univerfity. 
See  how  they  prefs  to  crofs  the  Tweed, 
And  fti-ain  their  limbs  with  eager  fpeed! 
While  Scotland,  from  htv  fertile  fhore. 
Cries,  On  my  fons,  return  no  more. 

Hither  they  hafte  with  willing  mind. 
Nor  caft  one  longing  look  behind ; 
On  ten-toe  carriage  to  falute. 
The  k , and  q n,  and  Earl  of  Bute. 

No  more  the  gallant  Northern  fons 
Spout  forth  their  firings  of  Latin  puns  ; 
Nor  courfe  all  languages  to  frame. 
The  quibble  fuited  to  their  name; 
As  when  their  anceftors  be-'vers'd. 
That  glorious  Stuart,  James  the  first. 
But  with  that  elocution's  grace. 
That  oratorial  flafhy  Lace^ 
Which  the  fam'd  Irijh  Tommy  Puff, 
Would  fow  on  fenti mental y?/^; 
Twang  with  a  fweet  pronunciation. 
The  flow'rs  of  bold  imagination. 
Macpherson  leads  the  flaming  van. 
Laird  of  the  ne^  Fingalian  clan ; 
While  Jacky  Home  brings  up  the  rear. 
With  new-got  penfion  neat  and  clear 
Three  hundred  E7iglijh  pounds  a  year. 

Vol.  LXVIII,  D  While 
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While  fifler  Peg,  our  ancient  Friend y 

Sends  Macs  and  Donalds  without  end; 

To  George  awhile  they  tune  their  lays. 

Then  all  their  choral  voices  raife. 

To  heap  their  panegyric  wit  on 

Th'  illuftrious  chief,  and  our  North  Briton, 

Hail  to  the  Thane,  whofe /^/rw/  fkill 
Can  break  all  nations  to  his  will; 
Matter  of  fciences  and  arts, 
MiE  c  E  N  A  s  to  all  men  of  parts ; 
Whofe  foft'ring  hand,  and  ready  wit. 
Shall  find  ns  all  in  places  fit; 
So  fhall  thy  friends  no  longer  roam. 
But  change  to  meet  a  fettled  home. 
Hail  mighty  Thane,  for  Scotland  born. 
To  fill  her  almoft  empty  horn : 
Hail  to  thy  ancient  glorious y?i?z«. 
Not  THEy/re/wATw^x,  but  Kings  from  them. 


THE 
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Fos  fapere  ^/olos  aio  bene  'vivere,  quorum^ 

Conjpicitur  nitidis  fundata  pecmtia  fillis.       HoR, 

THE  wealthy  CIt,  grown  old  in  trade. 
Now  vvifhes  for  the  rural  (hade. 
And  buckles  to  his  one-horfe  chair. 
Old  Dobbin,  or  the  founder'd  mare  j 
While  wedg'd  in  clofely  by  his  fide. 
Sits  Madam,  his  unwieldy  bride. 
With  Jacky  on  a  ftool  before  'em. 
And  out  they  jog  in  due  decorum. 
Scarce  paft  the  turnpike  half  a  mile. 
How  all  the  country  feems  to  fmilel 
And  as  they  flowly  jog  together, 
TheCit  commends  the  road  and  weather; 
While  Madam  doats  upon  the  trees. 
And  longs  for  tv'ry  houfe  fhe  fees. 
Admires  its  views,  its  fituation. 
And  thus  Ihe  opens  her  oration. 

What  fignify  the  loads  of  wealth. 
Without  that  richeft  jewel,  health? 
Excufe  the  fondnefs  of  a  wife. 
Who  doats  upon  your  precious  life! 
Such  ceafelefs  toil,  fuch  conftant  care, 
]^  more  than  huoian  flrength  can  bear. 

D  2  One 
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One  may  obferve  it  in  your  face — 
Indeed,  my  dear,  you  break  apace : 
And  nothing  can  your  health  repair. 
But  exercife  and  country  air. 
Sir  Traffic  has  a  houfe,  you  know. 
About  a  mile  from  Cheney -Ronx) ; 
He's  a  gcod  man,  indeed  'tis  true. 
But  not  fo  nvarm,  my  dear,  as  you  : 
And  folks  are  always  apt  to  fneer — 
One  would  not  be  out-done  my  dear! 

Sir  Traffic's  name  fo  well  apply 'd 
Awak'd  his  brother  merchant's  pride  j 
And  Thrifty,  who  had  all  his  life 
Paid  utmoft  deference  to  his  wife. 
Confefs'd  her  arguments  had  reafon. 
And  by  th'  approaching  fummer  feafon. 
Draws  a  few  hundreds  from  the  flocks. 
And  purchafes  his  Country  Box. 

Some  three  or  four  mile  out  of  town, 
(An  hour's  ride  will  bring  you  down,} 
He  fixes  on  his  choice  abode. 
Not  half  a  furlong  from  the  road  ; 
And  fo  convenient  does  it  lay. 
The  ftages  pafs  it  ev'ry  day  : 
And  then  fo  fnug,  fo  mighty  pretty. 
To  have  an  houfe  fo  near  the  city! 
Take  but  your  places  at  the  Boar 
You're  fet  down  at  the  very  door. 

Well  then,  fuppofe  them  fix'd  at  la{t, 
White-wafhing,  painting,  fcrubbing  paft. 


Hugging 
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Hugging  themfelves  In  eafe  and  clover. 
With  all  the  fufs  of  moving  over; 
Lo,  a  new  heap  of  whims  are  bred ! 
And  wanton  in  my  lady's  head. 

Well  to  be  fure,  it  muft  be  own'd. 
It  is  a  charming  fpot  of  ground  j 
So  fweet  a  diftance  for  a  ride. 
And  all  about  fo  coinitrified! 
'Twould  come  but  to  a  trifling  price 
To  make  it  quite  a  paradife; 
I  cannot  bear  thofe  nafty  rails, 
Thofe  ugly  broken  mouldy  pales : 
Suppofe,  my  dear,  inftead  of  thefe. 
We  build  a  railing,  all  Chinefe. 
Although  one  hates  to  be  expos'd  ; 
'Tis  difmal  to  be  thus  inclos'd  j 
One  hardly  any  objeft  fees — 

I  wifh  you'd  fell  thofe  odious  trees.  .    • ' 

Objeds  continual  paffing  by 
Were  fomething  to  amufe  the  eye. 
But  to  be  pent  within  the  waUs — 
One  might  as  well  be  at  St.  Paul's. 
Our  houfe,  beholders  would  adore. 
Was  there  a  level  lawn  before, 
Nothing  its  views  to  incommode. 
But  quite  laid  open  to  the  road  ; 
While  ev'ry  trav'ler  in  amaze. 
Should  on  our  little  manfion  gaze. 
And  pointing  to  the  choice  retreat. 
Cry,  that's  Sir  Thrifty's  Country  Seat. 

D  3  No 


3«  LLOYD'S    POEMS. 

No  doubt  her  arguments  prevail. 
For  Madam's  Taste  can  never  fail. 

Bleft  age !  when  all  men  may  procure. 
The  title  of  a  Connoifleur; 
When  noble  and  ignoble  herd. 
Are  govern 'd  by  a  fingle  word  ; 
Though,  like  the  royal  German  dames. 
It  bears  an  hundred  Chriftian  names; 
As  Genius,  Fancy,  Judgment,  Gout, 
Whim,  Caprice,  Je-ne-fcai-quoi,  Virtu 
Which  appellations  all  defcribe 
Taste,  and  the  modern  tafieful  tribe. 

Now  bricklay'rs,  carpenters,  and  joiners^* 
With  Chinefe  artifts,  and  defigners. 
Produce  their  fchemes  of  alteration. 
To  work  this  wond'rous  reformation. 
The  ufeful  dome,  which  fecret  flood, 
Embofom'd  in  the  yew-tree's  wood. 
The  trav'ler  with  amazement  fees 
A  temple,  Gothic,  or  Chinefe, 
With  many  a  bell,  and  tawdry  rag  on. 
And  crefted  with  afprawling  dragon; 
A  wooden  arch  is  bent  aftride 
A  ditch  of  water,  four  foot  wide. 
With  angles,  curves,  and  zigzag  lines. 
From  Halfpenny's  exaft  deligns. 
In  front,  a  level  lawn  is  feen. 
Without  a  fhrub  upon  the  green. 
Where  Tafte  would  want  its  firfl:  great  law. 
But  for  the  Ikulking,  fly  ha-hat 

By 
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By  whofe  miraculous  affiftance. 
You  gain  a  profpeft  two  fields  diftance. 
And  now  from  Hyde- Park  Corner  come 
The  Gods  of  Athens,  and  of  Rome. 
Here  fquabby  Cupids  take  their  places. 
With  Venus,  and  the  clumfy  Graces : 
Apollo  there,  with  aim  fo  clever. 
Stretches  his  leaden  bow  for  ever ; 
And  there  without  the  pow'r  to  fly. 
Stands  fix'd  a  tip-toe  Mercury. 

The  A'illa  thus  completely  grac'd. 
All  own  that  Thrifty  has  a  Tafte; 
And  Madam's  female  friends,  and  coufins. 
With  common-council-men,  by  dozens. 
Flock  every  Sunday  to  the  Seat, 
To  flare  about  them,  and  to  eat. 
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GENIUS,    ENVY,     AND    TIME. 
A      FABLE; 

ADDRESSED    TO    WILLIAM    HOGARTH,     ESQ  J 

TN  all  profeffionary  flcill, 
-■-  There  never  was,  nor  ever  will 
Be  excellence,  or  exhibition, 
Eut  fools  are  up  in  oppofition ; 
Each  letter'd,  grave,  pedantic  dunce 
Wakes  from  his  lethargy  at  once. 
Shrugs,  ihakes  his  head,  and  rubs  his  eyes, 
And,  being  dull,  looks  wond'rous  wife. 
With  folemn  phiz,  and  critic  fcowl. 
The  wifdom  of  his  brother  owl. 

Moderns!  He  hates  the  very  name; 
Your  Antients  have  prefcriptive  claim  : — 
But  let  a  century  be  paft. 
And  We  have  tafte  and  wit  at  laft ; 
For  at  that  period  Moderns  too 
Juft  turn  the  corner  of  P^irtu. 
But  merit  now  has  little  claim 
To  any  meed  of  prefent  fame. 
For  tis  not  worth  that  gets  you  friends, 
"Tis  excellence  that  moft  oiFends. 
If,  Proteus-like,  a Garrick's  art. 
Shews  tafte  and  Ikill  in  every  part ; 

If, 
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If,  ever  juft  to  nature's  plan. 

He  is  in  all  the  very  man, 

Een  here  fhall  Envy  take  her  aim, 

— write,  and  —  —  —  blame. 

The  Jealous  Wife,  the' chaftly  writ. 
With  no  parade  of  frippery  wit. 
Shall  fet  a  fcribbling,  all  at  once. 
Both  giant  wit,  and  pigmy  dunce ; 
While  Critical  Reviewers  write. 
Who  fhevv  their  teeth  before  they  bite. 
And  facrifice  each  reputation. 
From  wanton  falfe  imagination. 
Thefe  obfervations,  rather  ftale. 
May  borrow  fpirit  from  a  tale. 

G  E  N I  u  s,  a  buftling  lad  of  parts. 
Who  all  things  did  by  fits  and  flarts. 
Nothing  above  him  or  below  him. 
Who'd  make  a  riot,  or  a  poem. 
From  excentricity  of  thought. 
Not  always  do  the  thing  he  ought  i 
But  was  it  once  his  own  eleftion. 
Would  bring  all  matters  to  perfection; 
VVouId  aft,  defign,  engrave,  write,  paint. 
But  neither  from  the  leaft  conftraint. 
Who  hated  all  pedantic  fchools. 
And  fcorn'd  the  glofs  of  knowing  fools. 
That  hold  perfeftion  all  in  all. 
Yet  treat  it  as  mechanical. 
And  give  the  fame  fufficient  rule 
To  make  a  poem,  a§  a  ftool — 

From 
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From  the  firft  fpring-time  of  his  youth. 
Was  downright  worfhipper  of  truth ; 
And  with  a  free  and  liberal  fpirit. 
His  courtfhip  paid  to  lady  Merit. 

Envy,  a  fquint-ey'd,  mere  old  maid. 
Well  known  among  the  fc ribbling  trade  ; 
A  hag,  fo  very,  very  thin. 
Her  bones  peep'd  through  her  bladder-fkin  ; 
Who  could  not  for  her  foul  abide 
That  folks  fhou'd  praife,  where  fhe  mufl  chide, 
Follow'd  the  Youth  where'er  he  went. 
To  mar  each  good  and  brave  intent ; 
Would  lies,  and  plots,  and  mifchief  hatch. 
To  ruin  him  and  fpoil  the  match. 
Honour  fhe  held  at  bold  defiance, 
Talk'd  much  of  FaBion,  Gang,  Alliance, 
As  if  the  real  fons  of  tafte 
Had  clubb'd  to  lay  a  Des  a  rt  wafte. 

In  fhort,  wherever  Genius  came. 
You'd  find  this  Antiquated  Dame ; 
Whate'er  he  did,  where'er  he  went. 
She  follow'd  only  to  torment ; 
Call'd  Merit  by  a  thoufand  names. 
Which  decency  or  truth  difclaims. 
While  all  her  bufinefs,  toil,  and  care. 
Was  to  depreciate,  lye,  compare. 
To  pull  the  Modeft  Maiden  down. 
And  blafl:  her  fame  to  all  the  town. 

The  Youth,  inflam'd  with  confcious  pride. 
To  Prince  Posterity  apply'd. 

Who 
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Who  gave  his  anfwer  thus  in  rhyme. 
By  his  chief  minifter.  Old  Time. 

"  Repine  not  at  what  pedants  fay, 
*'  We'll  bring  thee  forward  on  the  way; 
**  If  wither'd  Envy  ftrive  to  hurt 
**  With  lies,  with  impudence  and  dirt, 
"   You  only  pay  a  common  tax 
*'  Which  fool,  and  knave,  and  dunce  exaiflso 
*'  Be  this  thy  comfort,  this  thy  joy, 
**  Thy  ftrength  is  in  its  prime,  my  boy, 
*'  And  ev'ry  year  thy  vigour  grows, 
*•  Impairs  the  credit  of  my  foes. 
*'  Envy  fhall  fink,  and  be  no  more 
**  Than  what  her  Naiads  were  before; 
**  Mere  excremental  maggots,  bred, 
"  In  poet's  topfy-turvy  head, 
*'  Born  like  a  momentary  fly, 
**  To  flutter,  buzz  about,  and  die. 

"  Yet,  Genius,  mark  what  I  prefage, 
**  Who  look  through  every  difl:ant  age : 
"  Merit  fhall  blefs  thee  with  her  charms, 
*'  Fame  lift  thy  offspring  in  her  arms, 
**  And  ftamp  eternity  of  grace 
**  On  all  thy  numerous  various  race. 
*'  RouBiLLiAC,  Wilton,  names  as  higfe 
"  As  Phidiar  of  antiquity, 
"  Shall  ftrength,  expreflion,  manner  give, 
•*  And  make  e'en  marble  breathe  and  live; 
*'  While  Sigismunda's  deep  diftrefs, 
**  Which  looks  the  foulof  wretchednefs, 

"  When 
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**  When  I,  with  flow  and  foft'nlng  pen, 
*'  Have  gone  o"er  all  the  tints  agen, 
**  Shall  urge  a  bold  and  proper  claim 
«*  To  level  half  the  antient  fame; 
**  While  future  ages  yet  unknown 
*'  With  critic  air  fhall  proudly  own 
*'  Thy  Hogarth  firft  of  every  clime 
**  For  humour  keen,  or  ftrong  fublime, 
**  And  hail  him  from  his  fire  and  fpirit, 
**  The  child  of  Genius  and  of  Merit," 
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A      FABLE. 

/^  ENIUS,  bleft  term,  of  meaning  wide, 
^~^   For  fure  no  term  fo  mifapplyd. 
How  many  bear  thy  facred  name. 
That  never  felt  a  real  flame ! 
Proud  of  the  fpecious  appellation. 
Thus  fools  have  chriften'd  inclination. 

But  yet  fuppofe  a  genius  true. 
Exempli  gratia  3  me  or  you : 
Whate'er  he  tries  with  due  attention. 
Rarely  efcapes  his  apprehenfion ; 
Surmounting  ev'ry  oppofition. 
You'd  fwear  he  learnt  by  intuition. 

Shou'd  he  rely  alone  on  parts. 

And  ftudy  therefore  but  by  ftarts. 

Sure  of  fuccefs  whene'er  he  tries. 

Should  he  forego  the  means  to  rife? 
Suppofe  your  watch  a  Graham  make. 

Gold,  if  you  will,  for  value's  fakej 

Its  fprings  within  in  order  due,  ' 

No  watch,  when  going,  goes  fo  true ; 

If  ne'er  wound  up  with  proper  care. 

What  fervice  is  it  in  the  wear? 

Some  genial  fpark  of  Phoebus'  rays. 

Perhaps  within  your  bofom  plays: 

O  how  the  purer  rays  afpire, 

II"  application  fans  the  fire ! 

Without 
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Without  it  Genius  vainly  tries, 
Howe'er  fometimes  it  feem  to  rife : 
Nay  application  will  prevail. 
When  braggart  parts  and  Genius  fail : 
And  now  to  lay  my  proof  before  ye, 
I  here  prefent  you  with  a  ftory. 

In  days  of  yore,  when  time  was  young. 
When  birds  convers'd  as  well  as  fung. 
When  ufe  of  fpeech  was  not  confin'd. 
Merely  to  brutes  of  human  kind, 
A  forward  Hare,  of  fwiftnefs  vain. 
The  Genius  of  the  neighb'ring  plain, 
Wou'd  oft  deride  the  drudging  croud: 
For  Geniufes  are  ever  proud. 
He'd  boaft,  his  flight  'twere  vain  to  follow. 
For  dog  and  horfe  he'd  beat  them  hollonut 
Nay,  if  he  put  forth  all  his  ftrength, 
Outftrip  his  brethren  half  a  length. 

A  Tortoife  heard  his  vain  oration. 
And  vented  thus  his  indignation. 
Oh  Pufs,  it  bodes  thee  dire  difgrace. 
When  I  defy  thee  to  thy  race. 
Come,  'tis  a  match,  nay,  no  denial, 
I  lay  my  fhell  upon  the  trial. 

'Twas  done  and  gone,  all  fair,  a  bet. 
Judges  prepar'd,  and  diftance  fet. 

The  fcamp'ring  Hare  outftript  the  wind. 
The  creeping  Tortoife  lagg'd  behind. 
And  fcarce  had  pafs'd  a  fingle  pole. 
When  Pufs  had  alraoft  reach'd  the  goal, 

4  Friend 
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Friend  Tortoife,  quoth  the  jeering  Hare, 
Your  burthen's  more  than  you  can  bear. 
To  help  your  fpeed,  it  were  as  well 
That  I  fhould  eafe  you  of  your  ihell : 
Jog  on  a  little  fafter  pr'ythee, 
I'll  take  a  nap,  aAid  then  be  with  thee. 
So  faid,  fo  done,  and  fafely  fure. 
For  fay,  what  conqueft  more  fecure? 
Whene'er  he  wak'd  (that's  all  that's  in  it) 
He  could  o'ertake  him  in  a  minute. 

The  tortoife  heard  his  taunting  jeer. 
But  ftill  refolv'd  to  perfe've re. 
Still  draw'd  along,  as  who  fhould  fay, 
I'll  win,  like  Fabius,  by  delay  ; 
On  to  the  goal  fecurely  crept. 
While  Pufs  unknowing  foundly  flept. 

The  bets  were  won,  the  Hare  awake. 
When  thus  the  viftor  Tortoife  fpake. 
Pufs,  tho'  I  own  thy  quicker  parts. 
Things  are  not  always  done  by  ftarts. 
You  may  deride  my  aukward  pace, 
Bot^ow  andjieadj  wins  the  race. 
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THE  SATYR  AND  PEDLAR,  1757. 


W 


O  R  D  S  are,  fo  Wollafton  defines. 

Of  our  ideas  merely  figns. 
Which  have  a  pow'r  at  will  to  vary. 
As  being  vague  and  arbitrary. 
Now  damndiox  inftance— all  agree, 
Damtid  's  iht/uperlati've  degree  ; 
Means  that  alone,  and  nothing  more. 
However  taken  heretofore; 
Damnd  is  a  word  can't  ftand  alone. 
Which  has  no  meaning  of  its  own. 
But  fignifies  or  bad  or  good 
Juft  as  its  neighbour's  underftood. 
Examples  we  may  find  enough. 
DflOT«'i high,  damndXovf,  daimi  d^Vit^ damnd hx'S, 
So  fares  it  too  with  its  relation, 
I  mean  its  fubftantive,  damnation. 
The  wit  with  metaphors  makes  bold. 
And  tells  you  he's  damnation  cold ; 
Perhaps,  that  metaphor  forgot. 
The  felf-fame  wit's  damnation  hot. 
And  here  a  fable  I  remember- 
Once  in  the  middle  of  December, 
When  ev'ry  mead  in  fnow  is  loft. 
And  ev'ry  river  bound  withfroft. 
When  families  get  all  together. 
And  feelingly  talk  o'er  the  weather ; 

When — 
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When — pox  on  the  defcriptive  rhyme- 
In  ftiort  it  was  the  winter  time. 
It  was  a  Pedlar's  happy  lot. 
To  fall  into  a  Satyr's  cot : 
Shiv'ring  with  cold,  and  almoft  froze. 
With  pearly  drop  upon  his  nofe. 
His  fingers'  ends  all  pinch'd  to  death. 
He  blew  upon  them  with  his  breath. 

Friend,  quoth  the  Satyr,  what  intends 

That  blowing  on  thy  fingers  ends  ? 

It  is  to  warm  them  thus  I  blow. 

For  they  are  froze  as  cold  as  fnow» 

And  fo  inclement  has  it  been 

I'm  like  a  cake  of  ice  within.'* 
Come,  quoth  the  Satyr,  comfort,  man! 
I'll  chear  thy  infide,  if  I  can  ; 
You're  welcome  in  my  homely  cottage 
To  a  warm  fire,  and  mefs  of  pottage. 

This  faid,  the  Satyr,  nothing  loth, 
A  bowl  prepar'd  of  fav'ry  broth. 
Which  with  delight  the  Pedlar  view'd. 
As  fmoking  on  the  board  it  flood. 
But,  though  the  very  fleam  arofe 
With  grateful  odour  to  his  nofe. 
One  fingle  fip  he  ventur'd  not. 
The  gruel  was  fo  wond'rous  hot. 
What  can  be  done  ? — with  gentle  pufF 
He  blows  it,  'till  it's  cool  enough. 

Why  how  now.  Pedlar,  what's  the  matter? 
Still  at  thy  blowing!  quoth  the  Satyr, 

Vol.  LXVIII,  E  I  blow 
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I  blow  to  cool  it,  cries  the  Clown, 
That  I  may  get  the  liquor  down : 
For  though  I  grant,  you've  made  it  well. 
You've  boil'd  it,  fir,  as  hot  as  hell. 

Then  raifing  high  his  cloven  ftump. 
The  Satyr  fmote  him  on  the  rump. 
**  Begone,  thou  double  knave,  or  fool, 
**  With  the  fame  breath  to  warm  and  cool : 
**  Friendfhip  with  fuch  I  never  hold 
*•  Who're  fo  damn'd  hot,  and  fo  damn'd  cold. 
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THE  NIGHTINGALE,  THE  OWL,  AND 
THE  CUCKOW. 

A       F     A     B     L     E. 

ADDRESSED  TO  DAVID  GARRICK,  ESCL 

ON  THE  REPORT     OF     HIS    RETIRING     FROM     THE 
STAGE,    DEC.     I  760. 

CRITICKS,  who  like  the  fcarecrows  ftand 
Upon  the  poet's  common  land. 
And  with  feverity  of  fenfe. 
Drive  all  imagination  thence. 
Say  that  in  truth  lies  all  fublime. 
Whether  you  write  in  profe  or  rhyme. 
And  yet  the  truth  may  lofe  its  grace. 
If  blurted  to  a  perfon's  face; 
Efpecially  if  what  you  fpeak 
Shou'd  crimfon  o'er  the  glowing  cheek: 
For  when  you  throw  that  flaver  o'er  him. 
And  tumble  out  your  praife  before  him. 
However  juft  the  application. 
It  looks  a-fquint  at  adulation.  ^ 

I  would  be  honeft  and  fmcere. 
But  not  a  flattterer,  or  fevere. 
Need  I  be  furly,  rough,  uncouth. 
That  folks  may  think  I  love  the  truth  ? 

E  2  And 
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And  She,  good  dame,  with  Beauty's  Queen, 

Was  not  at  all  times  naked  feen  : 

For  every  boy,  with  Prior,  knows. 

By  accident  fhe  loft  her  cloaths. 

When  FalOiood  ftole  them  to  difguife 

Her  mifbegotten  brood  of  lies. 

Why  (hould  the  prudifh  Goddefs  dwell 

Down  at  the  bottom  of  a  well, 

Eut  that  Ihe  is  in  pitious  fright. 

Left,  rifing  up  to  mortal  fight. 

The  modeft  world  Ihou'd  fleer  and  flout  her. 

With  not  a  rag  of  cloaths  about  her? 

Yet  fhe  might  wear  a  proper  drefs 

And  keep  her  eflfence  ne'erthelefs» 

So  Delia's  bofom  ftill  will  rife. 

And  fafcinate  her  lover's  eyes. 

Though  round  her  ivory  neck  fhe  draws  ^ 

The  decent  fhade  of  fpecious  gauze. 

I  hear  it  buzz'd  about  the  table. 
What  can  this  lead  to  ? Sirs, 

A      FABLE. 
When  Birds  allow'd  the  Eagle's  fway. 
Ere  Eagles  turn'd  to  fowls  of  prey. 
His  Royal  Majefty  of  Air 
Took  Mufick  underneath  his  care  j 
And,  for  his  queen  and  court's  delight. 
Commanded  Concerts  ev'ry  night. 
Here  every  Bird  of  Parts  might  enter. 
The  Nishtingale  was  made  Praecentor ; 
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Uuder  whofe  care  and  juft  diredion. 
Merit  was  fure  to  meet  proteftion. 
The  Lark,  the  Blackbird,  and  the  Robin 
This  concert  always  bore  a  bob  in  : 
The  beft  performers  all  were  in  it. 
The  Thrufh,  Canary-bird,  and  Linnet, 

But  birds,  alas !  are  apt  to  aim 
At  things,  to  which  they've  fmalleft  clainu 

The  ftaring  Owl,  with  hideous  hoot. 
Offer 'd  his  fervice  for  a  flute. 
The  Cuckow  needs  would  join  the  band; 
"  The  Thrufh  is  but  a  paultry  hand: 
*'  And  I  can  befl  fupply  that  place, 
*'  For  I've  a  (hake,  a  fwell,  a  grace." 

The  Manager  their  fuit  preferr'd : 
Both  tun'd  their  pipes,  and  both  were  heard^ 
Yet  each  their  feveral  praifes  mifs'd. 

For  both  were  heard,  and  both  were  hifs'd. 
The  Cuckow  hence,  with  rancour  ftirr'd, 

( A  kind  oi periodic  bird. 

Of  nafty  hue,  and  body  fcabby. 

No  would-be-play-wrighthalf  fo  fhabby) 

Reviles,  abufes,  and  defames. 

Screams  from  a  branch,  and  calls  hard  names. 

And  ftrikes  at  Nightingale  or  Lark, 

Like  Lifbon  ruffians,  in  the  dark. 

The  Owl  harangues  the  gaping  throng 

On  Ponjj'rs,  and  excellence  of  fong, 

*•■  The  Blackbird's  note  has  loft  its  force; 

"  The  Nightingale  is  downright  hoarfej 

E  3  "  The 
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**  The  Linnet's  harfli;  the  Robin  flirill  j 
*'  — The  Sparrow  has  prodigious  fkilH" 
At  length  they  had  what  they  deiir'd : 
The  fkilful  Nightingale  retir'd. 
When  Folly  came,  with  wild  Uproar, 
And  Harmony  was  heard  no  more, 
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T  7  EN  US,  of  laughter  queen  and  love. 

The  greateft  demirep  above. 
Who  fcorn'd  reftrlftion,  hated  cuftom. 
Knew  her  own  fex  too  well  to  truft  'era. 
Proceeded  on  the  noble  plan. 
Ax  any  rate,  to  have  her  man ; 
Look'd  on  decorum,  as  mere  trafh. 
And  liv'd  like***  and***. 
From  Paphos,  where  they  her  revere 
As  much  as  we  do  C^lia  here. 
Or  from  Cythera,  where  her  altars 
Are  deck'd  with  daggers,  true-love  halters. 
Garters  yclept,  and  other  trophies. 
Which  prove  that  man  in  love  an  oaf  is. 
According  to  appointment,  came 
To  fee  CiE  CI  LI  A,  tuneful  dame, 
Whofe  praife  by  Dryden's  Ode  is  grown 
Bright  and  immortal  as  his  own  ; 
And  who  hath  been  for  many  years 
The  chief  direftrefs  of  the  fpheres. 

Thomas,  who  rode  behind  the  car. 
And  for  a  flambeau  held  a  ftar. 
Who,  in  the  honeft  way  of  trade. 
Hath  forg'd  more  horns,  and  cuckolds  made. 
Than  Vulcan  and  his  brawny  dolts 
Ever  for  Jove  forg'd  thunderbolts, 

E  4  SKpt 


56    ^  LLOYD'S    POEMS. 

Slipt  gently  down,  and  ran  before  'em. 
Ringing  the  bell  with  due  decorum. 

But,  truth  to  fay,  I  cannot  tell 
Whether  it  Knocker  was  or  Bell, 
(This  for  vertu  an  anecdote  is,) 
Which  us'dto  give  C^e cilia  notice. 
When  any  lady  of  the  (ky 
Was  come  to  bear  her  company. 
But  this  I'm  fure,  be  which  it  will, 
Thomas  perform'd  his  part  with  flcill, 

Methinks  I  hear  the  reader  cry — 
His  part  with  fkill  ?  why.  You  or  I, 
Or  any  body  elfe,  as  well 
As  Thomas,  fure,  could  ring  a  bell. 
Nor  did  I  ever  hear  before 
Of  Ikill  in  knocking  at  a  door. 

Poorlow-liv'd  creature!  I  fuppofe, 
ISIay,  and  am  fure,  you're  one  of  thofe 
Who,  at  what  door  foe'er  they  be. 
Will  always  knock  in  the  fame  key. 
Thinking  that  Bell  and  Knocker  too 
Were  found  out  nothing  elfe  to  do. 
But  to  inform  the  houfe,  no  doubt. 
That  there  was  fomebody  without. 
Who,  if  they  might  fuch  favour  win. 
Would  rather  chufe  to  be  within. 

But  had  our  fervants  no  more  fenfe. 
Lord !  what  muft  be  the  confequence  ? 
Error  would  error  ftill  purfue. 
And  ftrife  and  anarchy  enfue. 
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Punciilio  from  her  altar  hurl'd. 
Whence  fhe  declares  unto  the  world 
Whate'er  by  fancy  is  decreed. 
Through  all  her  niceties  mufl:  bleed. 

For  if  there  was  not  to  be  found 
Some  wholefome  difference  of  found. 
But  the  fame  rap  foretold  th'  approach 
Of  him  who  vvalk'd,  or  rode  in  coach, 
A  poor  relation  now  and  then. 
Might  to  my  lord  admittance  gain. 
When  his  good  lordfhip  hop'd  to  fee 
Some  rafcal  of  his  own  degree ; 
And,  what  is  more  unhappy  ftill. 
The  ftupid  wretch  who  brings  a  bill. 
Might  pafs  through  all  the  motley  tribe. 
As  free  as  one,  who  brings  a  bribe. 

My  lady  too  might  pique  her  grace 
With  carriage  ftifFand  formal  face. 
Which,  fhe  deceiv'd,  had  taken  care 
For  fome  inferior  to  prepare ; 
Or  might  fome  wretch  from  Lombard-flreet 
W^ith  greater  eafe  and  freedom  meet. 
Than  fenfe  of  honour  will  admit 
Between  my  lady  and  a  cit. 

Thofe  evils  wifely  to  prevent. 
And  root  out  care  and  difcontent, 
Ev'ry  gay  fmart,  who  rides  behind. 
With  rofe  and  bag  in  tafte  refin'd, 
Muft  mufick  fully  underftand. 
Have  a  nice  ear  and  Ikilful  hand; 

5  At 
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At  ev'ry  turn  be  always  found 
A  perfefl  connoifleur  in  found  ; 
Through  all  the  gamut  Ikilful  fly- 
Varying  his  notes,  now  low,  now  high. 
According  as  he  fhifts  his  place ; 
Now  hoarfely  grumbling  in  the  bafe, 
Now  turning  tenor,  and  again 
To  treble  raifing  liis  flirill  ftrain  ; 
So  to  declare,  where'er  he  be. 
His  mafter's  fortune  and  degree. 
By  the  diftinguifhing  addrefs. 
Which  he'll  upon  the  door  exprefs. 

Thomas,  whom  I  have  nam'd  before 
As  ringing  at  Cecilia's  door. 
Was  perfeft  mafter  of  this  art. 
And  vers'd  alike  in  ev'ry  part: 
So  that  Cascilia  knew,  before 
Her  footman  came  unto  the  door. 
And  in  due  form  had  told  her  fo. 
That  Madam  Venus  was  below. 

The  doors  immediate  open  flew. 
The  Goddess,  without  more  ado, 
Difplaying  beauty's  thoufand  airs, 
Skim'd  through  the  hall,  and  trip'd  up  flairs, 

CECILIA  met  her  with  a  fmile 
Of  great  delight,  when  all  the  while 
If  her  falfe  heart  could  have  been  feen. 
She  wifh'd  Ihe  had  at  Cyprus  been. 

But  ladies,  fkill'd  in  forms  and  arts. 
Don't  in  their  faces  wear  their  hearts. 

And 
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And  thofe  above,  like  thofe  below. 
Deal  frequently  in  outfide  fhovv. 
And  always  to  keep  up  parade. 
Have  a  fmile  by  them  ready-made. 

The  forms,  which  ladies  when  they  meet 
Muft  for  good-manners'  fake  repeat. 
As  humhle  fewant ,  hoixi  dyori  do. 
And  in  return,  fray  hovu  are  you  ? 
Enrich'd  at  ev'ry  proper  fpace 
With  due  integuments  of  lace. 
As  Madam,  Grace,  and  Goddefhip, 
Which  we  for  brevity  (hall  fkip. 
Happily  part,  in  elbow-chair 
At  length  our  ladies  feated  are. 

Indiff'rent  fubjefts  firft  they  chufe. 
And  talk  of  weather  and  the  news. 
That  done,  they  fit  upon  the  ftate. 
And  fnarl  at  the  decrees  of  fate, 
Inveftives  againft  Jove  are  hurl'd. 
And  They  alone  Ihould  rule  the  world. 

Dull  politicks  at  length  they  quit. 
And  by  ill-nature  fhew  their  wit ; 
For  hand  in  hand,    too  well  we  know, 
Thefe  intimates  are  faid  to  go. 
So  that  where  either  doth  prefide 
T'  other's  exiftence  is  implied. 
The  man  of  wit,  fo  men  decree, 
Muft  without  doubt  ill-natur'd  be; 
And  the  ill-natujr'd  fcarce  forgets 
To  rank  himfelf  among  th^  wits, 

Malicious 
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Malicious  Venus,  who  by  rote 
Had  ev'ry  little  anecdote. 
And  moft  minutely  could  advance 
Each  interefting  circumftance. 
Which  unto  all  intrigues  related. 
Since  Jupiter  the  world  created, 
Difplay'd  her  eloquence  with  pride. 
Hinted,  obferv'd,  enlarg'd,  applied  j 
And  not  the  reader  to  detain 
With  things  impertinent  and  vain. 
She  did,  as  ladies  do  on  earth 
Who  cannot  bear  a  rival's  worth. 
In  fuch  a  way  each  tale  rehearfe 
As  good  made  bad,  and  bad  made  worfe: 

CECILIA  too,  with  faint-like  air. 
But  lately  come  from  evening  pray'r. 
Who  knew  her  duty,  as  a  faint. 
Always  to  pray,  and  not  to  faint. 
And,  rain  or  fhine,  her  church  ne'er  mift. 
Prude,  devotee,  and  methodic. 
With  equal  zeal  the  caufe  promoted, 
Mifconftru'd  things,  and  words  mifquoted, 
Mifreprefented,  mifapplied. 
And,  infpiration  being  her  guide. 
The  very  heart  of  man  differed. 
And  to  his  principles  objeded. 
Thus,  amongft  us,  the  fanclified. 
In  all  the  fpirituals  of  pride, 
Whofe  honeft  confciences  ne'er  refted. 
Till,  of  carnalities  divefted. 

They 
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They  knew  and  felt  themfelves  t'inherit 

A  double  portion  of  the  fpirit : 

Who  from  one  church  to  t'other  roam, 

Whilft  their  poor  children  ftarve  at  home, 

Confid'ring  they  may  claim  the  care 

Of  Providence,  who  fent  them  there. 

And  therefore  certainly  is  tied 

To  fee  their  ev'ry  want  fupplicd ; 

Who  unto  preachers  giv^e  away. 

That  which  their  creditors  fliould  pay. 

And  hold  that  chofen  veflels  mult 

Be  generous  before  they're  juft. 

And  that  their  charity  this  way 

Shall  bind  o'er  heaven  their  debts  to  pay. 

And  ferve  their  temp'ral  turn,  no  doubt. 

Better  than  if  they'd  put  it  out, 

Whilft  nought  hereafter  can  prevent. 

Their  fure  reward  of  cent,  per  cent. 

Who  honeft  labour  fcorn,  and  fay 

None  need  to  work  who  love  to  pray. 

For  heav'n  will  fatisfy  their  cravings. 

By  fending  of  Elijah's  ravens. 

Or  rain  down,  when  their  fpirits  fail, 

A  difh  of  manna,  or  a  quail; 

AVho  from  Moorfields  to  Tottenham  Court 

In  furious  fits  of  zeal  refort, 

Praife  what  they  do  not  underftand. 

Turn  up  the  eye,  ftretch  out  the  hand. 

Melt  into  tears,  whilft blows 

The  twang  of  nonfenfe  through  his  nofe. 

Or 
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Or  ■-         deals  in  fpeculation. 

Or  • hums  his  congregation. 

Or talks  with  the  lord  of  hoftsj 

t with  pillars  and  with  pofts  ; 

Who  ftriftly  watch,  left  Satan  fhou'd. 
Roaring  like  lion  for  his  food, 
Enfnare  their  feet  his  fatal  trap  in. 
And  their  poor  fouls  be  taken  napping  ; 
Who  ftriftly  faft,  becaufe  they  find. 
The  flefh  ftill  wars  againft  the  mind. 
And  fiefli  of  faints,  like  finner's,  muft 
Be  mortified,  to  keep  down  luft ; 
Who,  four  times  in  the  year  at  leaft. 
Join  feaft  of  love  to  love  of  feaft. 
Which,  though  the  profligate  and  vain 
In  terms  of  blafphemy  prophane. 
Yet  all  the  ceremony  here  is 
Pure  as  the  myfteries  of  Ceres ; 
Who,  God's  eleft,  with  triumph  feel 
Within  themfelves  falvation's  feal. 
And  will  not,  muft  not,  dare  not  doubt. 
That  heav'n  itfelf  can't  blot  it  out; 
After  they've  done  their  holy  labours. 
Return  to  fcandalize  their  neighbours. 
And  think  they  can't  ferve  heav'n  fo  well. 
As  with  its  creatures  filling  hell : 
So  that,  inflam'd  with  holy  pride. 
They  fave  themfelves,  damn  all  befide. 
For  perfons,  who  pretend  to  feel 
The  glowings  of  uncommon  zeal. 


Who 


A      T    A    L    E.  '  «3 

Who  others  fcorn,  and  feem  to  be 
Righteous  in  very  great  degree. 
Do,  'bove  all  others,  take  delight 
To  vent  their  fpleen  in  tales  of  fpite. 
And  think  they  raife  their  own  renown 
By  pulling  of  a  neighbour's  down; 
Still  lying  on  with  moft  fuccefs, 
Becaufe  they  charity  profefs. 
And  make  the  out-fide  of  religion. 
Like  Mahomet's  infpiring  pigeon. 
To  all  their  forgeries  gain  credit, 
*Tis  enough  fure  that  ■  faid  it. 

But  what  can  all  this  rambling  mean  ? 
Was  ever  fuch  an  hodge-podge  feen  ? 
Venus,  CECILIA,  Saints,  and  Whores, 
Thomas,  Vertu,  Bells,  Knockers,  Doors, 
Lords,  Rogues,  Relations,  Ladies,  Cits, 
Stars,  Flambeaux,  Thunderbolts,  Horns,  Wits, 
Vulcan,  and  Cuckold-maker,  Scandal, 
Mufic,  and  Footmen,  Ear  of  Handel, 
Weather,  News,  Envy,  Politicks, 
Intrigues,  and  Women's  Thoufand  Tricks, 
Prudes,  Methodifts,  and  Devotees, 
Faftings,  Feafts,  Pray'rs,  and  Charities, 
Ceres,  with  her  myfterious  train, 

> , ,  and  — — — , 

Flefli,  Spirit,  Love,  Hate,  and  Religion, 
A  Quail,  a  Raven,  and  a  Pigeon, 
All  jumbled  up  in  one  large  difh, 
Red-Herring,  Bread,  Fowl,  Flelh,  and  Fifli, 

Where's 
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Where's  the  connexion,  where's  the  plan 
The  devil  fure  is  in  the  man. 
All  in  an  inftant  we  are  hurl'd 
From  place  to  place  all  round  the  world. 
Yet  find  no  reafon  for  it — mum — i 
There,  my  good  critic,  lies  the  hum — 
Well,  but  methinks,  it  would  avail 
To  know  the  end  of  this— A    TALE, 
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SHAKSPEARE: 

AN    EPISTLE   TO    MR.     GARRICK. 

^T^HANKS  to  much  induftry  and  pains, 
•*■      Much  twitting  of  the  wit  and  brains, 
Tranflation  has  unlock 'd  the  ftore. 
And  fpread  abroad  the  Grecian  lore. 
While  Sophocles  his  fcenes  are  grown 
E'en  as  familiar  as  out  own. 

No  more  fhall  tafte  prefume  to  fpeak 
From  its  enclofures  in  the  Greek; 
But,  all  its  fences  broken  down. 
Lie  at  the  mercy  of  the  town. 

Critic,  I  hear  thy  torrent  rage, 
*'  'Tis  blafphemy  againft  that  ftage, 
*•  Which  ^fchylus  his  warmth  defign'd, 
*'  Euripides  his  tafte  refin'd, 
*'  And  Sophocles  his  laft  direftion, 
*'  Stamp'd  with  the  fignet  of  perfedion.'* 

Perfection !  'tis  a  word  ideal. 
That  bears  about  it  nothing  real : 
For  excellence  was  never  hit 
In  the  firft  eflays  of  man's  wit. 
Shall  ancient  worth,  or  ancient  fame 
Preclude  the  Moderns  from  their  claim  ? 
Muft  they  be  blockheads,  dolts,  and  fools. 
Who  write  not  up  to  Grecian  rules  ? 
Who  tread  in  bulkins  or  in  focks. 
Muft  they  be  damn'd  as  Heterodox, 

Vol,  LXVm.  F  Nor 
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Nor  merit  of  good  works  prevail. 

Except  within  the  claffic  pale  ? 

'Tis  ftuiFthat  bears  the  name  of  knowledge. 

Not  current  half  a  mile  from  college  ; 

Where  half  their  leftures  yield  no  more 

(Befure  I  fpeak  of  times  of  yore) 

Than  juft  a  niggard  light,  to  mark 

How  much  we  all  are  in  the  dark : 

As  ruftilights  in  a  fpacious  room, 

Juft  burn  enough  to  form  a  gloom. 

When  Shakfpeare  leads  the  mind  a  dance. 
From  France  to  England,  hence  to  France, 
Talk  not  to  me  of  time  and  place ; 
I  own  I'm  happy  in  the  chace. 
Whether  the  drama's  here  or  there, 
'Tis  nature,  Shakfpeare,  every  where. 
The  poet's  fancy  can  create, 
Contraft,  enlarge,  annihilate, 
Bring  paft  and  prefent  clofe  together. 
In  fpite  of  diftance,  feas,  or  weather ; 
And  ftiut  up  in  a  fmgle  aftion 
What  coft  whole  years  in  its  tranfadlion. 
So,  ladies  at  a  play,  or  rout. 
Can  flirt  the  univerfe  about, 
Whofe  geographical  account 
Is  drawn  and  piftured  on  the  mount : 
Yet,  when  they  pleafe;  contract  the  plan. 
And  fhut  the  world  up  in  a  fan. 

True  Genius,  like  Armida's  wand,^ 
Can  raife  the  fpring  from  barren  land, 

S 
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While  all  the  art  of  Imitation, 
Is  pilf 'ring  from  the  firft  creation ; 
Tranfplanting  flowers,  with  ufelefs  toil. 
Which  wither  in  a  foreign  foil. 
As  confcience  often  fets  us  right 
By  its  interior  aftive  light. 
Without  th'  affiftance  of  the  laws 
To  combat  in  the  moral  caufe ; 
So  Genius,  of  itfelf  difcerning. 
Without  the  myftic  rules  of  learning. 
Can,  from  its  prefent  intuition. 
Strike  at  the  truth  of  compofition. 

Yet  thofe  who  breathe  the  claffic  vein, 
Enlifted  in  the  mimic  train. 
Who  ride  their  fteed  with  double  bit. 
Ne'er  run  away  with  by  their  wit. 
Delighted  with  the  pomp  of  rules. 
The  fpecious  pedantry  of  fchools, 
(Which  rules,  like  crutches,  ne'er  became 
Of  any  ufe  but  to  the  lame,) 
Purfue  the  method  fet  before  'em  ; 
Talk  much  of  order,  and  decorum. 
Of  probability  of  fiftion. 
Of  manners,  ornament,  and  diftion. 
And  with  a  jargon  of  hard  names, 
(A  privilege  which  dulnefs  claims. 
And  merely  us'd  by  way  of  fence. 
To  keep  out  plain  and  common  fenfc,) 
Extol  the  wit  of  antient  days. 
The  fimpk  fabric  of  their  plays; 

F  z  Then 
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Then  from  the  fable,  all  fo  chafte, 
Trick'd  up  in  ancient-modem  tafte. 
So  mighty  gentle  all  the  while. 
In  fuch  a  fweet  defcriptive  ftile, 
"While  Chorus  marks  the  fervile  mode 
With  fine  refleflion,  in  an  ode, 
Prefent  you  with  a  perfeft  piece, 
Form'd  on  the  model  of  old  Greece. 

Come,  pr'ythee  Critic,  fet  before  us. 
The  ufe  and  office  of  a  chorus. 
What!  filent  !   why  then,  I'll  produce 
Its  fervices  from  antient  ufe. 

'Tis  to  be  ever  on  the  ftage. 
Attendants  upon  grief  or  rage  ; 
To  be  an  arrant  go-between. 
Chief-mourner  at  each  difmal  fcene  ; 
Shewing  its  forrow,  or  delight. 
By  Ihifting  dances,  left  and  right. 
Not  much  unlike  our  modern  notions. 
Adagio  or  Allegro  motions  ; 
To  watch  upon  the  deep  diftrefs. 
And  plaints  of  royal  wretchednefs  ; 
And  when,  with  tears,  and  execration. 
They've  pour'd  out  all  their  lamentation. 
And  wept  whole  catarafts  from  their  eyes. 
To  call  on  rivers  for  fupplies. 
And  with  their  Hats,  and  Hees,  and  HoeSy 
To  make  a  fymphony  of  woes. 

Doubtlefs  the  Antients  want  the  art 
To  ftrike  a:  once  upon  the  heart : 


Or 
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Or  why  their  prologues  of  a  mile 

In  iimple— call  it — humble  ftile. 

In  unimpaflion'd  phrafe  to  fay 

**  'Fore  the  beginning  of  this  play,' 

**  I,  haplefs  Polydore,  was  found 

*'  By  fifliermen,  or  others  drown'd  !'* 

Or,  "  I,  a  gentleman,  did  wed, 

**  The  lady  I  wou'd  never  bed, 

**  Great  Agamemnon's  royal  daughter, 

**  Who's  coming  hither  to  draw  water." 

Or  need  the  Chorus  to  reveal 
Reflexions,  which  the  audience  feel; 
And  jog  them,  left  attention  fink. 
To  tell  them  how  and  what  to  think  ? 

Oh,  where's  the  Bard,  who  at  one  view 
Cou'd  look  the  whole  creation  through. 
Who  travers'd  all  the  human  heart. 
Without  recourfe  to  Grecian  art  ? 
He  fcorn'd  the  modes  of  imitation. 
Of  altering,  pilfering,  and  tranflation. 
Nor  painted  horror,  grief,  or  rage. 
From  models  of  a  former  age ; 
The  bright  original  he  took. 
And  tore  the  leaf  from  nature's  book. 
'Tis  Shakfpeare,  thus,  who  ftands  alone^" 
—But  why  repeat  what  Tou  have  fhown  ? 
How  true,  how  perfeft,  and  how  well. 
The  feelings  of  our  hearts  muft  tell. 
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AN   EPISTLE   TO   C.   CHURCHILL, 

AUTHOR    OF    THE    ROSCIAD. 

IF  at  a  Tavern,  where  you'd  wifh  to  dine. 
They  cheat  your  palate  with  adulterate  wine. 
Would  you,  refolve  me,  critics,  for  you  can. 
Send  for  the  matter  up,  or  chide  the  man  ? 
The  man  no  doubt  a  knavifh  bufinefs  drives. 
But  tell  me  what's  the  matter  who  connives  ? 
Hence  you'll  infer,  and  fure  the  doftrine's  true. 
Which  fays,  no  quarter  to  a  foul  Review, 
It  matters  not  who  vends  the  naufeous  flop. 
Matter  or  'prentice;  we  deteft  the  fhop. 

Critics  of  old,  a  manly  liberal  race, 
Approv'd  or  cenfur'd  with  an  open  face: 
Boldly  purfu'd  the  free  deeifive  tafk, 
Nor  ftabb'd,  conceal'd  beneath  a  ruffian's  ma(k. 
To  works  not  men,  with  honeft  warmth,  fevere, 
Th'  impartial  judges  laugh 'd  at  hope  or  fear : 
Theirs  was  the  noble  fkill,  with  gen'rous  aim, 
To  fan  true  genius  to  an  aftive  flame ; 
To  bring  forth  merit  in  its  ftrongeft  light. 
Or  damn  the  blockhead  to  his  native  night. 
But,  as  all  ftates  are  fubjed  to  deca}'. 
The  ftate  of  letters  too  will  melt  away, 
Smit  with  the  harlot  charms  of  trilling  found, 
Softnefs  now  wantons  e'en  on  Roman  ground ; 
Where  Thebans,  Spartans,  fought  their  honoured  graven. 
Behold  a  weak  enervate  race  of  ilaves, 

la 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  C.  CHURCHILL.         71 

In  claffic  lore,  deepfcience,  language  dead. 
Though  modern  witlings  are  but  fcantly  read, 
ProfelTors  *  fail  not,  who  will  loudly  bawl 
In  praife  of  either,  with  the  want  of  all : 
Hail'd  mighty  critics  to  this  prefent  hour. 
—The  tribune's  name  furviv'd  the  tribune's  pow'r« 

Now  Quack  and  Critic  differ  but  in  name. 
Empirics  frontlefs  both,  they  mean  the  fame ; 
This  raw  in  Phyfic,  that  in  Letters  frefh. 
Both  fpring,  like  warts,  excrefcence  from  the  fle(h. 
Half  form'd,  half  bred  in  printers'  hireling  fchools. 
For  all  profeffions  have  their  rogues  and  fools. 
Though  the  pert  witling,  or  the  coward  knave. 
Calls  no  refieftion  on  the  wife  or  brave. 

Yet,  in  thefe  leaden  times,  this  idle  age. 
When,  blind  with  dulnefs,  or  as  blind  with  rage, 
Author  'gainft  author  rails  with  venom  curfl. 
And  happy  He  who  calls  out  blockhead  firft; 
From  the  low  earth  afpiring  genius  fprings. 
And  fails  triumphant,  born  on  eagle  wings. 
No  toothlefs  fpleen,  no  venom'd  critic's  aim. 
Shall  rob  thee,  Churchill,  of  thy  proper  fame ; 
While  hitch'd  for  ever  in  thy  nervous  rhyme. 
Fool  lives,  and  Ihines  out  fool  to  lateft  time. 

Pity  perhaps  might  wifh  a  harmlefs  fool 
To  fcape  th'  obfervance  of  the  critic  fchool; 


*  The  author  takes  this  opportunity,  notwithftandlng  all  infinua- 
tlons  to  the  contrary,  to  declare,  that  he  has  no  particular  aim  at  a 
gentlemani  whofe  ability  he  fufficiently  acknowledges. 

F  4  But 
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But  If  low  malice,  leagu'd  with  folly,  rife, 

Arm'd  with  inveftives,  and  hedg'd  round  with  lies; 

Should  wakeful  dulnefs,  if  flie  ever  wake. 

Write  fleepy  nonfenfe  but  for  writing's  fake. 

And,  ftung  with  rage,  and  pioufly  fevere, 

Wifh  bitter  comforts  to  your  dying  ear  ; 

If  fome  fmall  wit,  fome  filk-lin'd  verfeman,  rakes. 

For  quaint  refleftions  in  the  putrid  jakes. 

Talents  ufurp'd  demand  a  cenfor's  rage, 

A  dunce  is  dunce  profcrib'd  in  ev'ry  age. 

Courtier,  phyfieian,  lawyer,  parfon,  cit. 
All,  all  are  objefts  of  theatric  wit. 
Are  ye  then,  aftors,  privileg'd  alone. 
To  make  that  weapon,  ridicule,  your  own? 
Profeffions  bleed  not  from  hisjuft  attack. 
Who  laughs  at  pedant,  coxcomb,  knave,  or  quack  ; 
Fools  on  and  off  the  ftage  are  fools  the  fame. 
And  every  dunce  is  fatire's  lawful  game. 
Freely  you  thought,  where  thought  has  freeft  room. 
Why  then  apologize  ?  for  what  ?  to  whom  ? 

Though  Gray's-Inn  wits  with  author  fquires  unite. 
And  felf-made  giants  club  their  labour'd  mite. 
Though  pointlefs  fatire  make  its  weak  efcape. 
In  the  dull  babble  of  a  mimic  ape, 
Boldly  purfue  where  genius  points  the  way. 
Nor  heed  what  monthly  puny  critics  fay. 
Firm  in  thyfelf,  with  calm  indifference  fmile. 
When  the  wife  Vet'ran  knows  you  by  your  ftile. 
With  critic  fcales  weighs  out  the  partial  wit. 
What  I,  or  You,  or  He,  or  no  one  writ  j 

Denying 
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Denying  thee  thy  juft  and  proper  worth. 
But  to  give  falfhood's  fpurious  ifliie  birth  j 
And  all  felf-will'd  with  lawlefs  hand  to  raife 
Malicious  flander  on  the  bafe  of  praife. 

Difwrace  eternal  wait  the  wretch's  nanie 
Who  lives  on  credit  of  a  borrow'd  fame ; 
Who  wears  the  trappings  of  another's  wit. 
Of  fathers  bantlings  which  he  could  not  get! 
But  flirewd  Sufpicion  with  her  fquinting  eye. 
To  truth  declar'd,  prefers  a  whifper'd  lye. 
With  greedy  mind  the  profFer'd  tale  believes. 
Relates  her  wifhes,  and  with  joy  deceives. 

The  World,  a  pompous  name,  by  cuftom  due 
To  the  fmall  circle  of  a  talking  few. 
With  heart-felt  glee  th'  injurious  tale  repeats. 
And  fends  the  whifper  buzzing  through  the  ftreets. 
The  prude  demure,  with  fober  faint-like  air. 
Pities  her  neighbour  for  (he's  wond'rous  fair. 
And  when  temptations  lie  before  our  feet. 
Beauty  is  frail,  and  females  indifcreet  : 
She  hopes  the  nymph  will  every  danger  fhun. 
Yet  prays  devoutly — that  the  deed  were  done. 
Mean  time  fits  watching  for  the  daily  lie. 
As  fpiders,  lurk  to  catch  a  fimple  fly. 

Yet  is  not  fcandal  to  one  fex  confin'd. 
Though  men  would  fix  it  on  the  weaker  kind. 
Yet,  this  great  lord,  creation's  mafter,  man. 
Will  vent  his  malice  where  the  blockhead  can. 
Imputing  crimes,  of  which  e'en  thought  is  free. 
For  inftance  nosv,  your  Rofciad,  all  to  me. 

If 
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If  partial  frienddiip,  in  thy  fterling  lays. 
Grows  all  too  wanton  in  another's  praife. 
Critics,  who  judge  by  ways  themfelves  have  known. 
Shall  fwear  the  praife,  the  poem  is  my  own  ; 
For  'tis  the  method  in  thefe  learned  days 
For  wits  to  fcribble  firft,  and  after  praife. 
Critics  and  Co.  thus  vend  their  wretched  ftufF, 
And  help  out  nonfenfe  by  a  monthly  pufF, 
Exalt  to  giant  forms  weak  puny  elves. 
And  defcant  fweetly  on  their  own  dear  felves ; 
For  works  per  month  by  learning's  midwives  paid. 
Demand  a  puffing  in  the  way  of  trade. 

Referv'd  and  cautious,  with  no  partial  aim 
My  mufe  e'er  fought  to  blaft  another's  fame. 
With  willing  hand  cou'd  twine  a  rival's  bays. 
From  candour  filent  where  fhe  cou'd  not  praife  : 
But  if  vile  rancour,  from  (no  matter  who) 
Aftor  or  mimic,  printer,  or  Review ; 
Lies,  oft  o'erthrown,  with  ceafelefs  venom  fpread 
Still  hifs  out  fcandal  from  their  Hydra  head  j 
If  the  dull  malice  boldly  walk  the  town. 
Patience  herfelf  wou'd  wrinkle  to  a  frown. 
Come  then  with  juftice  draw  the  ready  pen. 
Give  me  the  works,  I  wou'd  not  know  the  men  : 
All  in  their  turns  might  make  reprifals  too. 
Had  all  the  patience  but  to  tread  them  through. 
Come,  to  the  utmoft,  probe  the  defperate  wound, 
Kor  fpare  the  knife  where'er  infeftion's  found! 

But,  prudence,  Churchill,  or  her  fifter.  Fear, 
Whifpcrs  forbearance  to  my  fright'ned  ear, 

Ohl 
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Oh !  then  with  me  forfake  the  thorny  road. 
Left  we  (hould  flounder  in  fome  Fleet-Ditch  Ode, 
And  funk  for  ever  in  the  lazy  flood 
Weep  with  the  Naiads  heavy  drops  of  Mud. 

Hail  mighty  Ode !  which  like  a  pidure  frame. 
Holds  any  portrait,  and  with  any  name; 
Or,  like  your  nitches,  planted  thick  and  thtn. 
Will  ferve  to  cram  the  random  hero  In. 
Hail  mighty  Bard  too — whatfo'er  thy  name, 

■  -or  Durfy,  for  it's  all  the  fame. 
To  brother  bards  fliall  equal  praife  belong. 
For  wit,  for  genius,  comedy  and  fong  ? 
No  coftive  Mufe  is  thine,  which  freely  rakes 
With  eafe  familiar  in  the  well-known  jakes, 
Happy  in  fkill  to  foufe  through  foul  and  faij. 
And  tofs  the  dung  out  with  a  lordly  air. 
So  have  I  feen,  amidft  the  grinning  throng. 
The  fledge  proceflion  flowly  dragg'd  along. 
Where  the  mock  female  flirew  and  hen-peck'd  male 
Scoop 'd  rich  contents  from  either  copious  pail, 
Call'd  burfts  of  laughter  from  the  roaring  rout. 
And  dafh'd  and  fplafli'd  the  filthy  grains  about. 

Quit  then,  my  friend,  the  Mufes'  lov'd  abode, 
Alas!  they  lead  not  to  preferment's  road. , 
Be  folemn,  fad,  put  on  the  prieftly  frown. 
Be  dull !   'tis  facred,  and  becomes  the  gown. 
Leave  wit  to  others,  do  a  Chrifl:ian  deed. 
Your  foes  fliall  thank  you,  for  they  know  their  need. 

Broad  is  the  path  by  learning's  fons  poflefs'd, 
A  thoufand  modern  wits  might  walk  abreaft. 

Did 
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Did  not  each  poet  mourn  his  lucklefs  doom, 
Joftled  by  pedants  out  of  elbow  room. 
I,  who  nor  court  their  love,  nor  fear  their  hate, 
Muft  mourn  in  filence  o'er  the  Mufe's  fate. 
No  right  of  common  now  on  Pindus'  hill. 
While  all  our  tenures  are  by  critic's  will ; 
"Where,  watchful  guardians  of  the  lady  mufe. 
Dwell monftrous  giants,  dreadful  tall  Reviews, 
Who,  as  we  read  in  fam'd  romance  of  yore, 
Sound  but  a  horn,  prefs  forward  to  the  door : 
But  let  fome  chief,  fome  bold  advent'rous  knight. 
Provoke  thefe  champions  to  an  equal  fight. 
Strait  into  air  to  fpacelefs  nothing  fall 
The  caftle,  lions,  giants,  dwarf  and  all. 

Ill  it  befits  with  undifcerning  rage. 
To  cenfure  Giants  in  this  polilli'd  age. 
No  lack  of  genius  ftains  thefe  happy  times. 
No  v/ant  of  learning,  and  no  dearth  of  rhymes. 
The  fee-faw  Mufe  that  flows  by  meafur'd  laws. 
In  tuneful  numbers,  and  affefted  paufe. 
With  found  alone,  found's  happy  virtue  fraught. 
Which  hates  the  trouble  and  expence  of  thought. 
Once,  every  moon  throughout  the  circling  year. 
With  even  cadence  charms  the  critic  ear. 
While,  dire  promoter  of  poetic  fm, 
A  Magazine  muft  hand  the  lady  in. 

How  Modems  write,  how  nervous,  ftrong  and  well. 
The  Anti-Rosciad's  decent  Mufe  does  tell : 
Who,  while  Ihe  ftrives  to  cleanfe  each  aftor  hurt, 
Daubs  with  her  praife,  and  rubs  him  into  dirt. 

Sure 
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Sure  never  yet  was  happy  xra  known 
So  gay,  fo  wife,  fo  tafieful  as  our  own. 
Our  curious  hiftories  rife  at  once  complete. 
Yet  ftill  continued^  as  they're  paid,  per  fheet. 

See  every  fcience  which  the  world  wou'd  know. 
Your  Magazines  fhall  every  month  beftow, 
Whofe  very  titles  fill  the  mind  with  awe. 
Imperial,   Chrijiiati,   Royal,    Britijh,  Lanv  j 
Their  rich  contents  will  every  reader  fit. 
State/man,  Di'vine,  Philofophery    and  Wit; 
Compendious  fchemes!  which  teach  all  things  at  once. 
And  make  a  pedant  coxcomb  of  a  dunce. 

But  let  not  anger  with  fuch  frenzy  grow, 
Drawcanfir  like,  to  ftrike  down  friend  and  foe. 

To  real  worth  be  homage  duly  paid. 

But  no  allowance  to  the  paltry  trade. 

My  friends  I  name  not  (though  I  boaft  a  few. 

To  me  an  honour,  and  to  letters  too) 

Fain  would  I  praife,  bnt,  when  fuch  Things  oppofe. 

My  praife  of  courfe  muft  make  them  — — 's  foes. 
If  manly  Johnson,  with  fatyric  rage, 

Lafh  the  dull  follies  of  a  tjifling  age. 

If  his  ftrong  Mufe  with  genuine  ftrength  afpire. 

Glows  not  the  reader  with  the  poet's  fire  ? 

HIS  the  true  fire,  where  creep  the  witling  fry 

To  warm  themfelves,  and  light  their  rulhlights  by. 
What  Mufe  like  Gray's  Ihall  pleafmg  penfive  flow 

Attemper'd  fweetly  to  the  rufl:ic  woe  ? 

Or  who  like  him  fhall  fweep  the  Theban  lyre. 

And,  as  his  mailer  pour  forth  thoughts  of  fire  ? 

Ee'a 
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E'en  now  to  guard  affllfted  learning's  caufe. 
To  judge  by  reafon's  rules,  and  nature's  laws, 
Boaft  we  true  critics  in  their  proper  right. 
While  LowTH  and  Learning,  Hurd  and  Tafte  unite* 

Hail  facred  names ! — Oh  guard  the  Mufe's  pao-e. 
Save  your  lov'd  miftrefs  from  a  ruffian's  rage; 
See  how  fhe  gafps  and  ftruggles  hard  for  life. 
Her  wounds  all  bleeding  from  the  butcher's  knife ; 
Critics,  like  furgeons,  bleft  with  curious  art. 
Should  mark  each  pafTage  to  the  human  heart. 
But  not,  unfkilful,  yet  with  lordly  air. 
Read  furgeon's  leflures  while  they  fcalp  and  tear. 

To  names  like  thefe  I  pay  the  hearty  vow. 
Proud  of  their  worth,  and  not  afham'd  to  bow* 
To  thefe  infcribe  my  rude,  but  honeft  lays. 
And  feel  the  pleafures  of  my  confcious  praife : 
Not  that  I  mean  to  court  each  letter'd  name. 
And  poorly  glimmer  from  reflected  fame. 
But  that  the  Mufe,  who  owns  no  fervile  fear. 
Is  proud  to  pay  her  willing  tribute  here. 
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AG  A I N  I  urge  my  old  objedion. 
That  modern  rules  obftruft  perfedion. 
And  the  feverity  of  Tafte 
Has  laid  the  walk  of  genius  wafte. 
Fancy's  a  flight  we  deal  no  more  in. 
Our  authors  creep  inftead  of  foaring. 
And  all  the  brave  imagination 
Is  dwindled  into  declamation. 

But  ftill  you  cry  in  fober  fadnefs, 
**  There  is  difcretion  e'en  in  madnefs." 
A  pithy  fentence,  which  wants  credit ! 
Becaufe  I  find  a  poet  faid  it : 
Their  verdidl  makes  but  fmall  imprefllon, 
"Who  are  known  lyars  by  profeffion. 
Rife  what  exalted  flights  it  will. 
True  genius  will  be  genius  fl:ill ; 
And  fay,  that  horfe  would  you  prefer. 
Which  wants  a  bridle  or  a  fpur  ? 
The  mettled  fteed  may  lofe  his  tricks  ; 
The  jade  grows  callous  to  your  kicks. 

Had  Shakfpeare  crept  by  modern  rules. 
We'd  loft  his  Witches,  Fairies,  Fools ; 
Inftead  of  all  that  wild  creation. 
He'd  form'd  a  regular  plantation, 
A  garden  trim,  and  all  inclos'd. 
In  niceft  fymmetry  difpos'd. 
The  hedges  cut  in  proper  order. 
Nor  e'ea  a  branch  beyond  the  border ; 
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Now  like  a  foreft  he  appears. 

The  growth  of  twice  three  hundred  years; 

Where  many  a  tree  afpiring  fhrouds 

Its  airy  fummit  in  the  clouds. 

While  round  its  root  ftill  love  to  twine 

The  ivy  or  wild  eglantine. 

"  But  Shakfpeare's  all  creative  fancy 
«<  Made  others  love  extravagancy  ; 
*'  While  cloud-capt  nonfenfe  was  their  aim, 
««  Like  Hurlothrumbo's  mad  lord  Flame." 
True — who  can  flop  dull  imitators  ? 
Thofe  younger  brothers  of  tranflators, 
Thofe  infefls,  which  from  genius  rife. 
And  buzz  about,  in  fwarms,  like  flies  ? 
Fafhion,  that  fets  the  modes  of  drefs. 
Sheds  too  her  influence  o'er  the  prefs  : 
As  formerly  the  fons  of  rhyme 
Sought  Shakfpeare's  fancy  and  fublime ; 
By  cool  correftnefs  now  they  hope 
To  emulate  the  praife  of  Pope. 
But  Pope  and  Shakfpeare  both  difclaim 
Thefe  low  retainers  to  their  fame. 

What  taik  can  dulnefs  e'er  effeft 
So  eafy,  as  to  write  corre3  ? 
Poets,  'tis  faid,  are  fure  to  fplit 
By  too  much  or  too  little  wit ; 
So,  to  avoid  th'  extremes  of  either. 
They  mifs  their  mark  and  follow  neither  j 
They  fo  exadly  poife  the  fcale 
That  neither  meafure  will  prevail. 
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And  mediocrity  the  Mufe 
Did  never  in  her  fons  excufe. 
'Tis  true,  their  tawdry  works  are  grac'd 
With  all  the  charms  of  modern  tafte. 
And  every  fenfelefs  line  is  dreft 
In  quaint  expreffion's  tinfel  veft. 
Say,  did  you  never  chance  to  meet 
A  monfieur-barber  in  the  ftreet, 
Whofe  ruffle,  as  it  lank  depends. 
And  dangles  o'er  his  fingers*  ends. 
His  olive-tann'd  complexion  graces 
With  little  dabs  of  Drefden  laces. 
While  for  the  body  Monfieur  PufF, 
Wou'd  think  e'en  dowlas  fine  enough  ? 
So  fares  it  with  our  men  of  rhymes. 
Sweet  tinklers  of  poetic  chimes. 
For  lace,  and  fringe,  and  tawdry  cloaths. 
Sure  never  yet  were  greater  beaux  ; 
But  fairly  ftrip  them  to  the  fhirt. 
They're  all  made  up  of  rags  and  dirt. 

And  fhall  thefe  wretches  bards  commence. 
Without  or  fpirit,  tafte,  or  fenfe  ? 
And  when  they  bring  no  other  treafure. 
Shall  I  admire  them  for  their  meafure  ? 
Or  do  I  fcorn  the  critic's  rules 
Eecaufe  I  will  not  learn  of  fools  ? 
Although  Longinus'  fuU-mouth'd  profc 
With  all  the  force  of  genius  glows  ; 
Though  Dionyfius'  learned  tafte 
Is  ever  manly,  juft,  and  chafte. 

Vol.  LXVIII.  G  Who, 
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Who,  like  a  flcilful  wife  phyfician. 
Differs  each  part  of  compofition. 
And  fliews  how  beauty  ftrikes  the  foul 
From  a  juft  compact  of  the  whole ; 
Though  judgment,  in  Quintillian's  page. 
Holds  forth  her  lamp  for  ev'ry  age  j 
Yet  Hypercritics  I  difdain, 
A  race  of  blockheads  dull  and  vain. 
And  laugh  at  all  thofe  empty  fools. 
Who  cramp  a  genius  with  dull  rules. 
And  what  their  narrow  fcience  mocks 
Damn  with  the  name  of  Het'rodox. 

Thefe  butchers  of  a  poet's  fame. 
While  they  ufurp  the  critic's  name. 
Cry — "  This  is  tafte — that's  my  opinion." 
And  poets  dread  their  mock  dominion. 

So  have  you  feen  with  dire  affright. 
The  petty  monarch  of  the  night. 
Seated  aloft  in  elbow  chair. 
Command  the  prifoners  to  appear. 
Harangue  an  hour  on  watchmen's  praife. 
And  on  the  dire  effcd  of  frays  ; 
Then  cry,  "  You'll  fuffer  for  your  daring, 
"  And  d — n  you,  you  fliall  pay  for  fwearing." 
Then  turning,  tell  th'  aftonifh'd  ririg, 
I Jh  to  reprefent  the  KING, 
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TT  A  S  my  good  dame  a  wicked  child  ? 
■*'  ■*•  It  takes  the  gentle  name  of  wild ; 
If  chefts  he  breaks,  if  locks  he  picks, 
'Tis  nothing  more  than  youthful  tricks  : 
The  mother's  fondnefs  ftamps  it  merit. 
For  vices  are  a  (ign  of  fpirit. 

Say,  do  the  neighbours  think  the  fame 
With  the  good  old  indulgent  dame  ? 
Cries  goffip  Prate,  "  1  hear  with  grief 
^'  My  neighbour's  fon's  an  arrant  thief. 
"  Nay,  could  you  think  it,  I  am  told, 
♦'  He  ftole  five  guineas,  all  in  gold, 
*'  You  know  the  youth  was  always  wild— 
"  He  got  his  father's  maid  with  child  ; 
•'  And  robb"d  his  mafter,  to  defray 
"  The  money  he  had  loft  at  play. 
*'  All  means  to  fave  him  muft  now  fail. 
"  What  can  it  end  in  ? — In  a  jail." 

Howe'er  the  dame  doats  o'er  her  youth. 
My  goffip  fays  the  very  truth. 

But  as  his  vices  love  wou'd  hide. 
Or  torture  them  to  virtue's  fide. 
So  friendfhip's  glafs  deceives  the  eye, 
(A  glafs  too  apt  to  magnify) 
And  makes  you  tbifik  at  leaft  you  fee 
Some  fpark  of  genius,  ev'n  in  me. 
You  fay  I  fhou'd  get  fame  :     I  doubt  it ; 
Perhaps  I  am  as  well  without  it. 

G  2  For 
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For  what's  the  worth  of  empty  praife  ? 
What  poet  ever  din'd  on  bays  ? 
For  though  the  Laurel,  rareft  wonder  f 
May  fcreen  us  from  the  ftroke  of  thunder^, 
This  mind  I  ever  was,  and  am  in. 
It  is  no  antidote  to  famine. 
And  poets  live  on  flender  fare. 
Who,  like  Cameleons,  feed  on  air. 
And  ftarve,  to  gain  an  empty  breathy. 
Which  only  ferves  them  after  death. 

Grant  I  fuceeed,  like  Horace  rife^ 
And  ftrike  my  head  againft  the  Ikies  5 
Common  experience  daily  fhews. 
That  poets  have  a  world  of  foes  ; 
And  we  Ihall  fmd  in  every  town 
Goffips  enough  to  cry  them  down  5 
Who  meet  in  pious  converfation 
T'  anatomize  a  reputation. 
With  flippant  tongue,  and  empty  head. 
Who  talk  of  things  they  never  read. 

Their  idle  cenfures  I  defpife  : 
Their  niggard  praifes  won't  fuffice. 
Tempt  me  no  more  then  to  the  crime 
Of  dabbling  in  the  font  of  rhime. 
My  Mufe  has  anfwer'd  all  her  end. 
If  her  productions  pleafe  a  friend. 
The  world  is  burthen'd  with  a  ftore. 
Why  need  I  add  one  fcribbkr  more  5 
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ABOUT  TO  PUBLISH  A  VOLUME  OF  MISCELLANIES, 
WRITTEN    IN    THE    YEAR    I755. 

SINCE  now,  all  fcruples  caft  away. 
Your  works  are  rifing  into  day. 
Forgive,  though  I  prefume  to  fend 
This  honeft  counfel  of  a  friend. 

Let  not  your  verfe,  as  verfe  now  goes. 
Be  a  ftrange  kind  of  meafur'd  profe ; 
Nor  let  your  profe,  which  fure  is  worfe;* 
Want  nought  but  raeafure  to  be  verfe. 
Write  from  your  own  imagination. 
Nor  curb  your  Mufe  by  Imitation  : 
For  copies  fhew,  howe'er  expreft, 
A  barren  genius  at  the  beft. 
— But  Imitation's  all  the  mode — 
Yet  where  one  hits,  ten  mifs  the  road. 

The  mimic  bard  with  pleafwre  fees 
Mat.  Prior's  unafFefted  cafe : 
AfTumes  his  ftyle,  affefts  a  ftory. 
Sets  every  circumftance  before  ye. 
The  day,  the  hour,  the  name,  the  dwelling. 
And  mars  a  curious  tale  in  telling  : 
Obferves  how  eafy  Prior  flows. 
Then  runs  his  numbers  down  to  profe« 

Others  have  fought  the  filthy  ftews 
To  find  a  dirty  flip-Ihod  Mufe. 

G  3  Iticir 
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Their  groping  genius,  while  it  rakes 
The  bogs,  the  common-few'rs,  and  jakes. 
Ordure  and  filth  in  rhyme  expofes, 
Difguftful  to  our  eyes  and  nofes  ; 
With  many  a  dafh — that  muft  offend  us. 
And  much         ***** 
******* 

*  *  *  Hiatus  non  defiendus. 

O  Swift !  how  would 'ft  thou  blufh  to  fee. 
Such  are  the  bards  who  copy  Thee  ? 

This,  Milton  for  his  plan  will  chufe  : 
Wherein  refembling  Milton's  Mufe  ? 
Milton,  like  thunder,  rolls  along 
In  all  the  miajefty  of  fong  ; 
While  his  low  mimics  meanly  creep. 
Not  quite  awake,  nor  quite  afleep  ; 
Or,  if  their  thunder  chance  to  roll, 
'Tis  thunder  of  the  muftard  bowl. 
The  ftiff  expreffion,  phrafes  ftrange. 
The  Epithet's  prepofterous  change. 
Forc'd  numbers,  rough  and  unpolite. 
Such  as  the  judging  ear  affright. 
Stop  in  mid  >  erfe.     Ye  mimics  vile  ! 
Is't  thus  ye  copy  Milton's  ftyle  ? 
His  faults  religioufly  you  trace. 
But  borrow  not  a  fmgle  grace. 

How  few,  (fay,  whence  can  it  proceed  ?) 
Who  copy  Milton,  e'er  fucceed  ! 
But  all  their  labours  are  in  vain  : 
And  wherefore  fo  ?— The  reafon's  plain. 
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Take  it  for  granted,  'tis  by  thofe  "j 

Milton's  the  model  moftly  chofe,  >• 

Who  can't  write  verfe,  and  vvon"t  write  profe.  J 

Others,  who  aim  at  fancy,  chufe 
To  woo  the  gentle  Spenfer's  Mufe, 
This  poet  fixes  for  his  theme 
An  allegory,  or  a  dream ; 
Fidion  and  truth  together  joins 
Through  a  long  wafle  of  flimfy  lines ; 
Fondly  believes  his  fancy  glows, 
And  image  upon  image  grows  ; 
Thinks  his  ftrong  Mufe  takes  wond'rous  flights,        Tj 
Whene'er  fhe  fings  of  peerlefs  wights,  V 

Of  dens,  of  palfreys,  fpeils  and  knights  :  J 

'Till  allegory,  Spenfer's  veil 
T'  inftruft  and  pleafe  in  moral  tale. 
With  him's  no  veil  the  truth  to  fhroud. 
But  one  impenetrable  cloud. 

Others,  more  daring,  fix  their  hope 
On  rivaling  the  fame  of  Pope. 
Satyr's  the  word  againft  the  times — 
Thefe  catch  the  cadence  of  his  rhymes. 
And  borne  from  earth  by  Pope's  ftrong  wings,  1 

Their  Mule  afpires,  and  boldly  flings  > 

Her  dirt  up  in  the  face  of  kings.  J 

In  thefc  the  fpleen  of  Pope  we  find  ; 
But  where  the  greatnefs  of  his  mind  ? 
His  numbers  are  their  whole  pretence. 
Mere  ftrangers  to  his  manly  fenfe. 

G  4  Some 
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Some  few,  the  fav'rites  of  the  Mufe, 
Whom  with  her  kindeft  eye  ftie  views ; 
Round  whom  Apollo's  brighteft  rays 
Shine  forth  with  undiminifh'd  blaze  ; 
Some  few,  my  friend,  have  fweetly  trod 
In  Imitation's  dang'rous  road. 
Long  as  Tobacco's  mild  perfume 
Shall  fcent  each  happy  curate's  room. 
Oft  as  in  elbow-chair  he  fmokes. 
And  quaffs  his  ale,  and  cracks  his  jokes. 
So  long,  O  *  Brown,  fhall  laft  thy  praife, 
Crown'd  with  Tobacco-leaf  for  bays ; 
And  whofoe'er  thy  verfe  fhall  fee. 
Shall  fill  another  Pipe  to  thee. 

'  *  Ifaac  Hawkins  Brown,  Efq,   author  of  a  piece  called  the  Fife 
of  Tobacco,  a  moft  excellent  imitation  of  fix  different  authors. 
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TO    GEORGE    COLMAN,    ESQ, 

A      FAMILIAR      EPISTLE, 

WRITTEN    JANUARY     i,     1761, 

FROM    TISSINGTON    IN    DERBYSHIRE, 

TT'RIENDSHIP  with  moft  is  dead  and  cool, 

•*•     A  dull,  inactive,  ftagnant  pool ; 

Yours  like  the  lively  current  flows. 

And  (hares  the  pleafure  it  beftows. 

If  there  is  ought,  whofe  lenient  pow'r 

Can  foothe  affiiftion's  painful  hour. 

Sweeten  the  bitter  cup  of  care. 

And  fnatch  the  wretched  from  defpair, 

Superior  to  the  fenfe  of  woes. 

From  friendfhip's  fource  the  baifam  flows. 

Rich  then  am  I,  poflTeft  of  thine. 

Who  know  that  happy  baifam  mine. 

In  youth,  from  nature's  genuine  heat. 
The  fouls  congenial  fpring  to  meet. 
And  emulation's  infant  ftrife. 
Cements  the  man  in  future  life. 
Oft  too  the  mind  well-pleas'd  furveys 
Its  progrefs  from  its  childifh  days  j 
Sees  how  the  current  upwards  ran. 
And  reads  the  child  o'er  in  the  man. 
For  men,  in  reafon's  fober  eyes. 
Are  children,  but  of  larger  fize, 

I  Have 
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Have  ftill  their  idle  hopes  and  fears. 
And  Hobbv-Horfe  of  riper  years. 

Whether  a  bleffing,  or  a  curfe. 
My  rattle  is  the  love  of  verfe. 
Some  fancied  parts,  and  emulation, 
Which  ftill  afpires  to  reputation. 
Bade  infant  fancy  plume  her  flight. 
And  held  the  laurel  full  to  fight. 
For  vanity,  the  poet's  fin. 
Had  ta'en  poffeffion  all  within  : 
And  he  whofe  brain  is  verfe-pofTeft, 
Is  in  himfelf  as  highly  bleft. 
As  he,  whofe  lines  and  circles  vie 
With  heav'n's  direftion  of  the  fky. 

Hovve'er  the  river  rolls  its  tides. 
The  cork  upon  the  furface  rides. 
And  on  Ink's  Ocean,  lightly  buoy'd. 
The  cork  of  vanity  is  Lloyd. 
Let  me  too  ufe  the  common  claim 
And  foufe  at  once  upon  my  name. 
Which  fome  have  done  with  greater  ftrefs. 
Who  know  me,  and  who  love  me  lefs. 

Poets  are  very  harmlefs  things, 
Unlefs  you  teaze  one  till  it  ftings ; 
And  when  affronts  are  plainly  meant. 
We're  bound  in  honour  to  refent : 
And  what  tribunal  will  deny 
An  injur'd  perfon  to  reply  ? 

In  thefe  familiar  emanations. 
Which  are  but  writing  converfations. 


Where 
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Where  thought  appears  in  difhabille. 
And  fancy  does  juft  what  fhe  will. 
The  foureft  critic  would  excufe 
The  vagrant  Tallies  of  the  Mufe  : 
Which  lady,  for  Apollo's  bleffing. 
Has  ftill  attended  our  carefling. 
As  many  children  round  her  fees 
As  maggots  in  a  Chefhire  cheefe. 
Which  I  maintain  at  ^aft  expence. 
Of  pen  and  paper,  time  and  fenfe  : 
And  furely  'twas  no  fmall  mifcarriage 
When  firft  I  enter'd  into  marriage. 
The  poet's  title  which  I  bear. 
With  forae  firange  caftles  in  the  air. 
Was  all  my  portion  with  the  fair. 

However  narrowly  I  look. 
In  Phcebus's  valorem  book, 
I  cannot  from  enquiry  find 
Poets  had  much  to  leave  behind. 
They  had  a  copyhold  eftate 
In  lands  which  they  themfelves  create, 
A  foolifli  title  to  a  fountain, 
A  right  of  common  in  a  mountain. 
And  yet  they  liv'd  amongft  the  great. 
More  than  their  brethren  do  of  late ; 
Invited  out  at  feafis  to  dine. 
Eat  as  they  pleas'd,  and  drank  their  wine; 
Kor  is  it  any  where  fet  do'An 
They  tipt  the  fervants  half  a  crown. 

But 
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But  pafs'd  amid  the  waiting  throng 
And  pay'd  the  porter  with  a  fong  ; 
As  once,  a  wag,  in  modern  days. 
When  all  are  in  thefe  bribing  ways. 
His  Ihillings  to  difpenfe  unable, 
Scrap'd  half  the  fruit  from  off  the  table. 
And  walking  gravely  through  the  croud. 
Which  ftood  obfequioufly,  and  bow'd. 
To  keep  the  fafhion  up  of  tipping, 
Dropt  in  each  hand  a  golden  pippin. 

But  there's  a  difference  indeed 
'Twixt  ancient  bards  and  modern  breed. 
Though  poet  known,  in  Roman  days, 
Fearlefs  he  walk'd  the  public  ways. 
Nor  ever  knew  that  facred  name 
Contemptuous  fmile,  or  painful  fliame  : 
While  with  a  foolifh  face  of  praife. 
The  folks  wou'd  flop  to  gape  and  gaze. 
And  half  untold  the  ftory  leave. 
Pulling  their  neighbour  by  the  fleeve. 
While  th'  index  of  the  finger  fhews, 
' — There — yonder's  Horace— there  he  goes. 

This  finger,  I  allow  it  true. 
Points  at  us  modern  poets  too  ; 
But  'tis  by  way  of  wit  and  joke. 
To  laugh,  or  as  the  phrafe  is,  fmoi^. 

Yet  there  are  thofe,  who 're  fond  of  wit. 
Although  they  never  us'd  it  yet. 
Who  wits  and  witlings  entertain  ; 
Of  Tafte,  Virtu,  and  Judgment  vain. 


And 


TO    GEORGE    COLMAN,  ESQ.  95 

And  dinner,  grace,  and  grace-cup  done, 

Expeft  a  wond'rous  deal  of  fun  : 

•  f  Yes — He  at  bottom  — don't  you  know  him  ? 

"  That's  He  that  wrote  the  laft  new  poem. 

"  His  Humour's  exquifitely  high, 

"  You'll  hear  him  open  by  and  by." 

The  man  in  print  and  converfation 
Have  often  very  fmall  relation ; 
And  he,  whofe  humour  hits  the  town. 
When  copied  fairly,  and  fet  down. 
In  public  company  may  pafs. 
For  little  better  than  an  afs. 
Perhaps  the  fault  is  on  his  fide. 
Springs  it  from  modefty,  or  pride, 
Thofe  qualities  afham'd  to  own. 
For  which  he's  happy  to  be  known  ; 
Or  that  his  nature's  ftrange  and  fhy. 
And  diffident,  he  knows  not  why  j 
Or  from  a  prudent  kind  of  fear. 
As  knowing  that  the  world's  fevere. 
He  wou'd  not  fuffer  to  efcape 
Familiar  wit  in  eafy  fliape  : 
Left  gaping  fools,  and  vile  repeaters. 
Should  catch  her  up,  and  fpoil  her  features. 
And,  for  the  child's  unlucky  maim. 
The  faultlefs  parent  come  to  fhame. 

Well,  but  methinks  I  hear  you  fay, 
*'  Write  then,  my  friend  !"— Write  what  ?— *'  a  Play, 
•'  The  theatres  are  open  yet, 
«  The  market  for  all  fterling  wit^ 

u  Try 
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**  Try  the  ftrong  efforts  of  your  pen, 
*'  And  draw  the  charadlers  of  men  ; 
«*  Or  bid  the  burfting  tear  to  flow, 
"  Obedient  to  the  fabled  woe  ; 
**  With  Tragedy's  fevereft  art, 
"  Anatomize  the  human  heart, 
**  And,  that  you  may  be  underftood, 
••  Bid  nature  fpeak,  as  nature  fhou'd." 

That  talent,  George,  though  yet  untried. 
Perhaps  my  genius  has  denied  ; 
While  you,  my  friend,  are  fure  to  pleafe 
With  all  the  pow'rs  of  comic  eafe. 

Authors,  like  maids  at  fifteen  years. 
Are  full  of  wifhes,  full  of  fears. 
One  might  by  pleafant  thoughts  be  led. 
To  lofe  a  trifling  maiden-head  ; 
But  'tis  a  terrible  vexation 
To  give  up  with  it  reputation. 
And  he,  who  has  with  Plays  to  do. 
Has  got  the  devil  to  go  through. 
Critics  have  reafon  for  their  rules, 
I  dread  the  cenfure  of  your  fools. 
For  tell  me,  and  confult  your  pride, 
(Set  Garrick  for  a  while  afide) 
How  cou'd  you,  George,  with  patience  bear. 
The  critic  profing  in  the  play'r  ? 

Some  of  that  calling  have  I  known. 
Who  held  no  judgment  like  their  own; 
And  yet  their  reafons  fairly  fcan. 
And  feparate  the  wheat  and  bran  ; 

You'd 
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You'd  be  anniz'd  indeed  to  find. 
What  little  wheat  is  left  behind. 
For,  after  all  their  mighty  rout. 
Of  chatt'ring  round  and  round  about  j 
'Tis  but  a  kind  of  clock-work  talking. 
Like  croffing  on  the  ftage,  and  walking. 

The  form  of  this  tribunal  paft. 
The  play  receiv'd,  the  parts  all  caft. 
Each  ador  has  his  own  objedions. 
Each  charafter,  new  imperfeftions : 
The  man's  is  drawn  too  coarfe  and  rough. 
The  lady's  has  not  fmut  enough. 
It  want's  a  touch  of  Gibber's  eafe, 
A  higher  kind  of  talk  to  pleafe  ; 
Such  as  your  titled  folks  would  chufe. 
And  Lords  and  Ladyfhips  might  ufe,  *^ 

Which  ftile,  whoever  would  fucceed  in, 
Muft  ha\e  fmall  wit,  and  much  good  breeding. 
If  this  is  dialogue — ma  fsi. 
Sweet  Sir,  fay  I,  pardonne%  moi! 

As  long  as  life  and  bufinefs  laft. 
The  adlors  have  their  feveral  caft, 
A  walk  where  each  his  talent  ftiews. 
Queens,  Nurfes,  Tyrants,  Lovers,  Beaux  j 
Suppofe  you've  found  a  girl  of  merit, 
Wou'd  fhew  your  part  in  all  its  fpirit. 
Take  the  whole  meaning  in  the  fcope. 
Some  little  lively  thing,  like  Pope, 
You  rob  fome  others  of  a  feather, 
'1  hey've  worn  for  thirty  years  together.    ' 

Bat 
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But  grant  the  caft  is  as  you  like. 
To  aftors  which  you  think  will  ftrike* 
To-morrow  then — (but  as  you  know 
I've  ne'er  a  Comedy  to  fhew. 
Let  me  a  while  in  converfation. 
Make  free  with  yours  for  application) 
The  arrow's  flight  can't  be  prevented— 
To-morrow  then,  will  be  prefented 
The  Jealous  Wife!  To-morrow  ?  Right* 
How  do  you  fleep,  my  friend,  to-night  ? 
Have  you  no  pit-pat  hopes  and  fears, 
Roaft-beef,  and  catcalls  in  your  ears  ? 
Mabb's  wheels  a-crofs  your  temples  creep. 
You  tofs  and  tumble  in  your  fleep. 
And  cry  aloud,  with  rage  and  fpleen, 
"  That  fellow  murders  all  my  fcene." 

To-morrow  comes.     I  know  your  merit. 
And  fee  the  piece's  fire  and  fpirit ; 
Yet  friendlhip's  zeal  is  ever  hearty. 
And  dreads  the  efforts  of  a  party. 

The  coach  below,  the  clock  gone  five. 
Now  to  the  theatre  we  drive  : 
Peeping  the  curtain's  eyelet  through. 
Behold  the  houfe  in  dreadful  view  I 
Obferve  how  clofe  the  critics  fit. 
And  not  one  bonnet  in  the  pit. 
With  horror  hear  the  galleries  ring, 
Nofy !  Black  Joke !  God  fave  the  King  I 
Sticks  clatter,  catcalls  fcream.  Encore  ! 
Cocks  crow,  pit  hiffes,  galleries  roar  : 


E'en 
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E'en  cha^  fame  oranges  is  found 
This  night  to  have  a  dreadful  found  : 
'Till,  decent  fables  on  his  back, 
(Your  prologuizers  all  wear  black) 
The  prologue  comes  ;  and,  if  its  mine. 
Its  very  good,  and  very  fine  : 
If  not,  I  take  a  pinch  of  fnufF, 
And  wonder  where  you  got  fuch  ftuffi 
That  done,  a-gape  the  critics  fit,  . 
Expeftant  of  the  comic  wit. 
The  fiddlers  play  again  pell-mell ; 
— But  hift  ! — the  prompter  rings  his  bell. 
— Down  there !  hats  off ! — the  curtain  draws! 
What  follows  is — the  juft  applaufe. 
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TWO  ODES*. 

*r2NANTA   SYNETOISIN.   ES 

AE  TO   HAN,  EPMHNEI2N 

XATIZEI.  Pindar,  Olymp.  II. 

ODE       I. 

I.    I. 

-p^AUGHTER  of  Chaos  and  old  Night, 
^^  Cimmerian  Mufe,  all  hail! 
That  wrapt  in  never-twinkling  gloom  canfi:  write. 
And  fhadoweft  meaning  with  thy  duflcy  veil! 
What  Poet  iings,  and  ftrlkes  the  firings  ? 
It  was  the  mighty  Theban  fpoke. 
He  from  the  ever-living  Lyre 
With  magic  hand  elicits  fire. 
Heard  ye  the  din  of  .Modern  Rhimers  bray  ? 
It  was  cool  M— — n,  or  warm  G — y* 
Involv'd  in  tenfold  fmoke. 

I.       2. 

The  fhallow  Fop  in  antic  veft, 

Tir'd  of  the  beaten  road. 
Proud  to  be  fmgly  dreft, 

*  1  lake  tlie  liberty  of  inferting  the  two  following  Odes,  though 
I  cannot,  with  ftriift  propriety,  print  them  as  my  own  compofition. 
The  truth  is,  they  were  written  in  concert  with  a  friend,  to  whofe 
labours  I  am  always  happy  to  add  my  own  :  I  mean  the  Author  of 
»he  Jealous  Wife. 

Changes, 
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Changes,  with  every  changing  moon,  the  mode. 
Say,  fliall  not  then  the  heav'n-born  Mufes  too 

Variety  purfue  ? 
Shall  not  applauding  critics  hail  the  vogue  ? 
Whether  the  Mufe  the  ftile  of  Cambria's  fons. 
Or  the  rude  gabble  of  the  Huns, 
Or  the  broader  dialedl 
Of  Caledonia  fhe  afFed, 
Or  take,  Hibernia,  thy  ftill  ranker  brogue  ? 

I.  3. 

On  this  terreftial  ball 
The  tyrant,  Fafliion,  governs  all. 
She,  fickle  Goddefs,  whom,  in  days  of  yore. 
The  Ideot  Moria,  on  the  banks  of  Seine, 
Unto  an  antic  fool,  hight  Andrew,  bore  : 

Long  (he  paid  him  with  difdain. 
And  long  his  pangs  in  filence  he  conceal'd : 
At  length,  in  happy  hour,  his  love-fick  pain 
On  thy  bleft  Calends,  April,  he  reveal'd. 
From  their  embraces,  fprung. 

Ever  changing,  ever  ranging, 
Fafhion,  Goddefs  ever  young, 

II.  I. 

Perch'd  on  the  dubious  height.  She  love   to  ride. 
Upon  a  weather-cock,  aftride. 
Each  blaft  that  blows,  around  Ihe  goes. 
While  nodding  o'er  her  creft. 

Emblem  of  her  magic  pow'r. 
The  light  Cameleon  ftands  confeft. 
Changing  it's  hues  a  thoufand  times  an  hour. 

H  2  And 
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And  in  a  veft  Is  fhe  array'd. 
Of  many  a  dancing  moon-beam  made. 
Nor  zonelefs  is  her  waift  : 
But  fair  and  beautiful,  I  ween. 
As  the  ceftus-cinftur'd  Queen, 
Is  with  the  Rainbow's  fhadowy  girdle  brac'd, 

II.      2. 
She  bids  purfue  the  fav'rite  road 

Of  lofty  cloud-capt  Ode. 
Meantime  each  Bard,  with  eager  fpeed. 
Vaults  on  the  Pegafean  Steed : 
Yet  not  that  Pegafus,  of  yore 
"Which  th'  illuftrious  Pindar  bore. 
But  one  of  nobler  breed  ; 
High  blood  and  youth  his  lufty  veins  infpire : 

From  Tottipontimoy  He  came. 
Who  knows  not,  Tottipontimoy,  thy  name? 
The  bloody-lhoulder'd  Arab  was  his  Sire  ; 
*  His  White-nofe,     He  on  fam'd  Doncaftria's  plains 

Refign'd  his  fatal  breath  : 
In  vain  for  life  the  ftruggling  courfer  ftrains. 

Ah !  who  can  run  the  race  with  with  death  ? 
The  tyrant's  fpeed,  or  man  or  fteed. 

Strives  all  in  vain  to  fly. 
He  leads  the  chace,  he  wins  the  race. 
We  ftumble,  fall,  and  die. 

*  The  Author  is  either  miftaken  in  this  place,  or  has  elfe  in- 
dulged himfelf  in  a  very  unwarrantable  poetical  licence.  Whitc- 
nofe  was  not  the  Sire,  but  a  Son  of  the  Godolphin  Arabian.  See 
my  Calendar.  Hebxb. 

11,  3.  Third 
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II.     3. 

Third  from  Whltenofe  fprings 
Pegafus  with  eagle  wings ; 
Light  o'er  the  plain,  as  dancing  cork. 
With  many  a  bound  he  beats  the  ground. 
While  all  the  Turf  with  acclamation  ring-s  : 
He  won  Northampton,  Lincoln,  Oxford,  York: 
He  too  Newmarket  won ; 
There  Granta's  Son 
Seiz'd  on  the  Steed ; 
And  thence  him  led,  (fo  fate  decreed) 
To  where  old  Cam,  renown'd  in  poet's  fong, 
V^'ith  his  dark  and  inky  waves. 
Either  bank  in  filence  laves. 
Winding  flow  his  fluggifh  ftreams  along, 

III.     I. 

What  ftripling  neat,  of  vifage  Cweet, 

In  trimmeft  guife  array'd, 
Firft  the  neighing  Steed  aflay'd  ? 
His  hand  a  taper  fwitch  adorns,  his  heel 
Sparkles  refulgent  with  elaftick  fteel : 
The  whiles  he  wins  his  whiffling  way. 
Prancing,  ambling,  round  and  round. 
By  hill,  and  dale,  and  mead,  and  greenfward  gay : 

Till  fated  with  the  pleafing  ride. 
From  the  lofty  Steed  difmounting. 
He  lies  along,  enwrapt  in  confcious  pride. 

By  gurgling  rill,  or  chryftal  fountain, 

H  3  in.  2.  Lo! 
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III.       2. 

Lo!   next,  a  Bard,  fecure  of  praife. 
His  felf-complacent  countenance  difplays. 
His  broad  Muftachios,   ting'd  with  golden  die. 
Flame  like  a  meteor,  to  the  troubled  air : 
Proud  his  demeanor,  and  his  eagle  eye, 
O'er-hung  with  lavifli  lid,  yet  fhone  with  glorious 
glare. 

The  grizzle  grace 
Of  bufhy  peruke  fliadow'd  o'er  his  face. 

In  large  wide  boots,  whofe  ponderous  weight 
Would  fink  each  wight  of  modern  date. 
He  rides,  well  pleas'd  :  So  large  a  pair 
Not  Garagantua's  felf  might  wear : 
Not  He,  of  nature  fierce  and  cruel. 
Who,  if  we  truft  to  antient  Ballad, 
Devour'd  Three  Pilgrims  in  a  Sallad  ; 
Nor  He  of  fame  germane,  hight  Pantagruel. 

in.   3. 

Accoutred  thus,  th'  adventrous  Youth 
Seeks  not  the  level  lawn,  or  velvet  mead, 

Faft  by  whofe  fide  clear  ftreams  meandring  creep ; 
But  urges  on  amain  the  fiery  Steed 
UpSnowdon's  fhaggy  fide,  or  Cambrian  rock  uncouth: 
Where  the  venerable  herd 
Of  Goats,  with  long  and  fapient  beard. 
And  wanton  Kidlings  their  blithe  revels  keep. 
Now  up  the  mountain  fee  him  ftrain ! 

Now  down  the  vale  he's  toft. 
Now  flafhes  on  the  fight  again. 
Now  in  the  Palpable  Obfcure  quite  loft. 

IV.  I. 
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IV.     I. 
Man's  feeble  race  eternal  dangers  wait. 
With  high  or  low,  all,  all,  is  woe, 
Difeafe,  mifchance,  pale  fear,  and  dubiou?  fate. 

But,  o'er  every  peril  bounding. 
Ambition  views  not  all  the  ills  furrounding. 
And,  tiptoe  on  the  mountains  fteep. 
Reflects  not  on  the  yawning  deep. 

IV.      2. 

See,  fee,  he  foars!  With  mighty  wings  outfpread. 
And  long  refounding  mane. 
The  Courfer  quits  the  plain. 
Aloft  in  air,  fee,  fee  him  bear 

The  Bard,  who  Ihrouds 
His  Lyrick  Glory  in  the  clouds. 
Too  fond  to  ftrike  the  ftars  with  lofty  head ! 
He  topples  headlong  from  the  giddy  height. 
Deep  in  the  Cambrian  Gulph   immerg'd  in  endlefs 
night, 

IV.     3. 
O  Steed  Divine!  what  daring  fpirit 
Rides  thee  now  ?  though  he  inherit 
Nor  the  pride,  nor  felf-opinion. 
Which  elate  the  mighty  Pair, 
Each  of  Tafte  the  fav'rite  minion. 
Prancing  through  the  defart  air ; 
By  help  mechanick  of  Equeftrian  Block, 
Yet  Ihall  he  mount,  with  claffick  houfings  grac'd. 
And,  all  unheedful  of  the  Critick  Mock, 
Drive  his  light  Courfer  o'er  the  bounds  of  Tafte. 

H  4  ODE 
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ODE        II. 

TO         OBLIVION. 

I. 
*pARENT    OF  Ease!   Oblivion  old, 

"*■  Who  lov'ft  thy  dwelling-place  to  hold. 
Where  fcepter'd  Pluto  keeps  his  dreary  fway, 
Whofe  fuUen  pride  the  fliiv'ring  ghofts  obey! 

Thou,  who  delighted  ftill  to  dwell 

By  fome  hoar  and  mofs-grown  cell. 
At  whofe  dank  foot  Cocytus  joys  to  roll. 
Or  Styx'  black  ftreams,  which  even  Jove  controul! 

Or  if  it  fuit  thy  better  will 

To  chufe  the  tinkling  weeping  rill. 
Hard  by  whofe  fide  the  feeded  poppy  red 
Heaves  high  in  air  his  fweetly  curling  head. 

While,  creeping  in  meanders  flow, 

Lethe's  drowfy  waters  flow. 
And  hollow  blarts,  which  never  ceafe  to  figh. 
Hum  to  each  care-llruck  mind  their  lulla-luUa-by! 
A  prey  no  longer  let  me  be 
To  that  go  flip  Memory, 
Who  waves  her  banners  trim,  and  proudly  flies 
To  fpread  abroad  her  bribble-brabble  lies. 

♦  According  to  Lillaeus,    who  beftovvs  the  Parental  Fundion  on 
Oblivion. 

Feria  Oblivisc^i^di  regunt  Genitivum. 

Lib,  xiii.  Cap,  8. 
There  is  a  fimilar  palTage  in  Buibsus. 

With 
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With  Thee,  Oblivion,  let  me  go. 

For  Memory's  a  friend  to  woe; 
With  thee,  Forgetfulness,  fair  filent  Queen, 
The  folemn  ftole  of  grief  is  never  feen, 

11. 

All,  All  is  thine.     Thy  pow'rful  fway 

The  throng'd  poetic  hofts  obey  : 
Though  in  the  van  of  Mem'ry  proud  t'appear. 
At  thy  command  they  darken  in  the  rear. 

What  though  the  modern  Tragic  ftrain 

For  nine  whole  days  protraft  thy  reign. 
Yet  through  the  Nine,  like  whelps  of  currifh  kind. 
Scarcely  it  lives,  weak,  impotent,  and  blind. 

Sacred  to  thee  the  Crambo  Rhime, 

The  motley  forms  of  Pantomime  : 
For  Thee  from  Eunuch's  throat  ftill  loves  to  flow 
The  foothing  fadnefs  of  his  warbled  woe: 

Each  day  to  Thee  falls  Pamphlet  clean : 
Each  month  a  new-born  Magazine  : 
Hear  then,  O  Goddess,  hear  thy  vot'ry's  pray'r! 
And,  if  Thou  deign'ft  to  take  one  moment's  care. 

Attend  Thy  Bard!  who  duly  pays 

The  tribute  of  his  votive  lays ; 
Whofe  Mufe  ftill  offers  at  thy  facred  fhrine  ; — 
Thy  Bard,    who  calls  Thee  His,    and   makes  hira 
Thine. 

O,  fweet  Forgetfulness,  fupreme 

Rule  fupine  o'er  ev'ry  theme. 
O'er  each  fad  fubjedt,  o'er  each  foothing  ftrain. 
Of  mine,  O  Goddess,  ftretch  thine  awful  reign! 

Nor 


io6  LLOYD'S    POEMS. 

Nor  let  Mem'ry  Heal  one  note. 
Which  this  rude  hand  to  Thee  hath  wrote? 
So  (halt  thou  fave  me  from  the  Poet's  fhame. 
Though  on  the  letter "d  Rubric   Dodsley  poft  my 
Name. 

III. 
O  come!  with  opiate  poppies  crown 'd. 
Shedding  flumbers  foft  around ! 

Ocome!   fat  Goddess,   drunk   with  Laureat's 

Sack  !— 
See,  where  fhe  fits  on  the  benumb'd  Torpedo's 

back! 
Me,  in  thy  dull  Elyfium  lapt,  O  blefs 
With  thy  calm  Forgetfulnefs ! 
And  gently  lull  my  fenfes  all  the  while 
With  placid  poems  in  the  finking  ftile! 
Whether  the  Herring- Poet  fing. 
Great  Laureat  of  the  Filhes'  King, 
Or  Lycophron  prophetic  rave  his  fill. 
Wrapt  in  the  darker  ftrains  of  Johnny  — ; 

Or,  if  He  fing,  whofe  vcrfe  affords 
A  be'vy  of  the  chokeji  words. 
Who  meets  his  Lady  Mufe  by  mofs-grown  cell, 
Adorn'd  with  epithet  and  tinkling  bell : 
Thefe,  Goddess,  let  me  ftill  forget. 
With  all  the  dearth  of  Modern  Wit! 
So  may'ft  Thou  gently  o'er  my  youthful  breaft. 
Spread,  with  thy  welcome  hand.  Oblivion's  friendly 
veft. 

THE 
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THE    PROGRESS    OF    ENVY. 

WRITTEN    IN    THE    YEAR    I75I. 
I. 

H  me !  unhappy  ftate  of  mortal  wight, 
Sith  Envy's  fure  attendant  upon  fame, 
Ne  doth  fhe  reft  from  rancorous  defpight. 
Until  fhe  works  him  mickle  woe  and  fhamej 
Unhappy  he  whom  Envy  thus  doth  fpoil, 
Ne  doth  (he  check  her  ever  reftlefs  hate  : 
Until  fhe  doth  his  reputation  foil : 
Ah !  lucklefs  imp  is  he,  whofe  worth  elate. 
Forces  him  pay  this  heavy  tax  for  being  great, 

II. 

There  flood  an  ancient  mount,  yclept  Parnafs, 
(The  fair  domain  of  facred  poefy) 
Which,  with  frefh  odours  ever-blooming,  was 
Befprinkled  with  the  dew  of  Caftaly ; 
Which  now  in  foothing  murmurs  whifp'ring glides, 
Wat'ring  with  genial  waves  the  fragrant  foil. 
Now  rolls  adown  the  mountain's  fteepy  fides. 
Teaching  the  vales  full  beauteoufly  to  fmile. 
Dame  Nature's  handy-work,  not  form'd  by  lab'ring 

toil. 

III. 
The  Muses  fair,  thefe  peaceful  fhades  among. 
With  ikilful  fingers  f«  eep  the  trembling  ftrings; 
The  air  in  filence  liftens  to  the  fong. 
And  Time  forgets  to  ply  his  lazy  wings; 

Pale- 
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Pale-vifag'd  Care,  with  foul  unhallow'd  feet. 
Attempts  the  fummit  of  the  hill  to  gain, 
Ne  can  the  hag  arrive  the  blifsful  feat ; 
Her  unavailing  ftrength  is  fpent  in  vain, 

C  o  N  T  E  N  T  fits  on  the  top,  and  mocks  her  empty  pain, 
IV. 
Oft  Phoebus  felf  left  his  divine  abode. 
And  here  enfhrouded  in  a  (hady  bow'r, 
Rcgardlefs  of  his  (late,  lay'd  by  the  God, 
And  own'd  fweet  Mufic's  more  alluring  povv'r. 
On  either  fide  was  plac'd  a  peerlefs  vvight, 
Whofe  merit  long  had  fiU'd  the  trump  of  Fam  e  ; 
This,  Fancy's  darling  child,  was  Spenser  hight. 
Who  pip'd  full  pleafing  on  the  banks  of  Tame ; 

That  no  lefs  fam'd  than  He,  and  Mil  ton  was  his  name. 
V. 
In  thefe  cool  bov^'rs  they  live  fuplnely  calm; 
Now  harmlefs  talk,  now  emulouHy  fing; 
While  Virtue,  pouring  round  her  facred  balm. 
Makes  happinefs  eternal  as  the  fpring. 
Alternately  theyfung;  now  Spenser  'gan. 
Of  joufts  and  tournaments,  and  champions  ftrong; 
Now  Milton  fungof  difobedient  man. 
And  Eden  loft :  The  bards  around  them  throng. 

Drawn  by  the  wond'rous  magic  of  their  princes'  fong, 

VI. 

Not  far  from  thefe,  Dan  Chauc  er,  antient  wight, 
A  lofty  feat  on  Mount  Parnaffus  held. 
Who  long  had  been  the  Mufes'  chief  delight ; 
His  reverend  locks  were  filver'd  o'er  with  eldj 

Grave 
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Grave  was  his  vifage,  and  his  habit  plain  ; 
And  while  he  fung,  fair  nature  hedifplay'd. 
In  verfe  albeit  uncouth,  and  fimple  ftrain  ; 
Ne  mote  he  well  be  feen,  fo  thick  the  (hade. 
Which  elms  and  aged  oaks  had  all  around  him  made. 

VIL 

Next  Shakspeare  fat,  irregularly  great. 
And  in  his  hand  a  magic  rod  did  hold. 
Which  vifionary  beings  did  create. 
And  turn  the  fouleft  drofs  to  pureft  gold  : 
Whatever  fpirits  rove  in  earth  or  air. 
Or  bad  or  good,  obey  his  dread  command  ; 
To  his  behefts  thefe  willingly  repair, 
Thofe  aw'd  by  terrors  of  his  magic  wand, 
The  which  not  all  their  pow'rs  united  might  withftand- 

VIII. 
Befide  the  bard  there  flood  a  beauteous  maid, 
Whofe  glittering  appearance  dimm'd  the  eyen; 
Her  thin-wrought  vcfture  various  tints  difplay'd. 
Fancy  her  name,  yfprong  of  race  divine; 
Her  mantle*  wimpled  low,  her  filken  hair. 
Which  loofe  adown  her  well-turn 'd  (boulders  ftray'd, 
*  She  made  a  net  to  catch  the  wanton  air,' 
WTiofe  love-fick  breezes  all  around  her  play'd 
And  feem'd  in  whifpers  foft  to   court  the  heav'niy 
maid. 

*  Wimpled.  A  word  ufed  by  Spenfer  for  hung  dotvn.  The 
line  inclofed  within  Commas  is  one  of  Fairfax's  in  his  tranflation  of 
Taffo. 

IX.  And 
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IX. 

And  ever  and  anon  flie  wav'd  in  air 

A  fceptre,  fraught  with  all-creative  pow'r  : 

She  wav'd  it  round:  Eftfoons  there  did  appear 

Spirits  and  witches,  forms  unknown  before : 

Again  fhe  lifts  her  wonder-working  wand; 

Eftfoons  upon  the  flowTy  plain  were  feen 

The  gay  inhabitants  of  faijrie  land. 

And  blithe  attendants  upon  Mab  their  queen 

In  my  flic  circles  danc'd  along  th'  inchanted  green. 
X. 
On  th'  other  fide  flood  Nature,  goddefs  fair; 
A  matron  feem'd  fhe,  and  of  manners  ftaid  ; 
Beauteous  her  form,  majeftic  was  her  air. 
In  loofe  attire  of  pureft  white  array'd  : 
A  potent  rod  fhe  bore,  whofe  pow'r  was  fuch, 
(As  from  her  darling's  works  may  well  be  fhown) 
That  often  with  its  foul-enchanting  touch. 
She  rais'd  or  joy,  or  caus'd  the  deep-felt  groan. 

And  each  man's  pafilons  made  fubfervient  to  her  own, 

XI. 
But  lo !  thick  fogs  from  out  the  earth  arife. 
And  murky  mifts  the  buxom  air  invade. 
Which  with  contagion  dire  infedl  the  ikies. 
And  all  around  their  baleful  influence  (bed; 
Th'  infeded  fl:y,  which  whilom  was  fo  fair. 
With  thick  Cimmerian  darknefs  is  o'erfpread ; 
The  fun,  which  whilom  fbone  without  compare. 
Muffles  in  pitchy  veil  his  radiant  head. 
And  fore  the  time  fore-grieving  feeks  his  wat'ry  bed. 

XII.  Envy, 
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XII. 

Envy,  the  daughter  of  fell  Acheron, 

(The  flood  of  deadly  hate  and  gloomy  night) 

Had  left  precipitate  her  Stygian  throne. 

And  through  the  frighted  heavens  wing'd  her  flight  •* 

With  careful  eye  each  realm  fhe  did  explore, 

Ne  mote  Ihe  ought  of  happinefs  obferve; 

For  happinefs,  alas !  was  now  no  more, 

Sith  ev'ry  one  from  virtue's  paths  did  fwerve, 

And  trample  on  religion  bafe  defigns  to  ferve. 
XIII. 
At  length,  on  bleft  Parnaflus  feated  high. 
Their  temple  circled  with  a  laurel  crown, 
Spenser  and  Milton  met  herfcowling  tyc. 
And  turn'd  her  horrid  grin  into  a  frown. 
Full  faft  unto  her  fifler  did  fhe  poft. 
There  to  unload  the  venom  of  her  breaft. 
To  tell  how  all  her  happinefs  was  croft, 
Sith  others  were  of  happinefs  pofleft : 

Did  never  gloomy  hell  fend  forth  like  ugly  peft, 
XIV. 

"Within  the  covert  of  a  gloomy  wood. 

Where  fun'ral  cyprefs  ftar-proof  branches  fpread, 
O'ergrown  with  tangling  briers  a  cavern  ftood  ; 
Fit  place  for  melancholy  *  drearj'-head. 

•  Dreary.head.     Gloominefs. 

4  Here 
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Here  a  deformed  monfler  joy'd  to  won. 
Which  on  fell  rancour  ever  was  ybent. 
All  from  the  rifing  to  the  fetting  fun. 
Her  heart  purfued  fpite  with  black  intent, 
Ne  could  her  iron  mind  at  human  woes  relent. 

XV. 
In  flowing  fable  ftole  fhe  was  yclad. 
Which  with  her  countenance  did  well  accord ; 
Forth  from  her  mouth,  like  one  through  grief  gone 

mad, 
A  frothy  fea  of  naufeous  foam  was  pour'd  j 
A  ghaftly  grin  and  eyes  afquint,  difplay 
The  rancour  which  her  hellifh  thoughts  contain. 
And  how,  when  man  is  bleft,  Ihe  pines  away. 
Burning  to  turn  his  happinefs  to  pain  ; 
Malice  the  monfter's  name,  a  foe  to  God  and  man. 

XVI. 

Along  the  floor  black  loathfome  toads  fl:ill  crawl. 
Their  gullets  fwell'd  with  poifon's  mortal  bane. 
Which  ever  and  anon  they  fpit  at  all 
Whom  haplefs  fortune  leads  too  near  her  den ; 
Around  her  waift,  in  place  of  filken  zone, 
A  life-devouring  viper  rear'd  his  head. 
Who  no  diftinftion  made  'twixt  friend  and  foen. 
But  death  on  ev'ry  fide  fierce  brandifhed. 
Fly,  recklefs  mortals,  fly,  in  vain  is  *  hardy-head. 

*  Hardy-head.     Courage. 

XVII.  Im- 
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XVII. 
Impatient  Envy,  through  th'  aetherial  wafte. 
With  inward  venom  fraught,  and  deadly  fpite. 
Unto  this  cavern  fteer'd  her  panting  hafte, 
Enfhrouded  in  a  darkfome  veil  of  night. 
Her  inmoft  heart  burnt  with  impetuous  ire. 
And  fell  deftruftion  fparkled  in  her  look. 
Her  ferret  eyes  flalh'd  with  revengeful  fire, 
A-while  contending  pafllons  utterance  choke. 
At  length  the  fiend  in  furious  tone  her  filence  broke. 

XVII  I. 

Sifter,  arife!  fee  how  our  pow'r  decays. 
No  more  our  empire  Thou  and  I  can  boaft, 
Sith  mortal  man  now  gains  immortal  praife, 
Sith  man  is  bleft,  and  Thou  and  I  are  loft : 
See  in  what  ftate  Parnaffus'  Hill  appears; 
See  Phoebus'  felf  two  happy  bards  atween; 
See  how  the  God  their  fong  attentive  hears ; 
This  Spenser  hight,  that  Milton,  welll  ween! 

Who  can  behold  unmov'd  fike  heart- tormenting  fcenc? 
XIX. 
Sifter,  arife!  ne  let  our  courage  droop. 
Perforce  we  will  compel  thefe  mortals  own. 
That  mortal  force  unto  our  force  fhall  ftoop; 
Envy  and  Malice  then  (hall  reign  alone: 
Thou  beft  has  known  to  file  thy  tongue  with  lies. 
And  to  deceive  mankind  with  fpecious  bait : 
Like  Truth  accoutred,  fpreadeft  forgeries. 
The  fountain  of  contention  and  of  hate: 

Arife,  unite  with  me,  and  be  as  whilom  great ! 
Vol,  LXVIII,  I  XX.  The 
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XX. 

The  Fiend  obey'd,  and  with  impatient  voice — 
*'  Tremble,  ye  bards,  within  that  blifsful  feat ; 
**  Malice  and  Envy  Ihall  o'erthrow  your  joys, 
**  Nor  Phoebus  felf  (hall  our  defigns  defeat. 
*'  Shall  We,  who  under  friendfhip's  feigned  veil, 
*'  Prompted  the  bold  archangel  to  rebel ; 
*'  Shall  We,  who  under  fhow  of  facred  zeal, 
*'  Plung'd  half  the  pow'rs  of  heav'n  in  lovveft  hell— 
*'  Such  vile  difgrace  of  us  no  mortal  man  fhall  tcll. 
XXI. 
And  now,  more  hideous  rendered  to  the  fight. 
By  reafon  of  her  raging  cruelty. 
She  burnt  to  go,  equipt  in  dreadful  plight. 
And  find  fit  engine  for  her  forgery. 
Her  eyes  inflam'd  did  call  their  rays  afkance. 
While  hellifh  imps  prepare  the  monfter's  car. 
In  which  fhe  might  cut  through  the  wide  expanfe. 
And  find  out  nations  that  extended  far, 
When  all  was  pitchy  dark,  ne  twinkled  one  bright  ftart 
XXII. 
Black  was  her  chariot,  drawn  by  dragons  dire. 
And  each  fell  ferpent  had  a  double  tongue. 
Which  ever  and  anon  fpit  flaming  fire. 
The  regions  of  the  tainted  air  among; 
A  lofty  feat  the  fifter-monfters  bore. 
In  deadly  machinations  clofe  combin'd. 
Dull  Folly  drove  with  terrible  uproar. 
And  cruel  Discord  follow'dfaft  behind; 
God  help  the  man  'gainll  whomfuch  caitifFfoes  are  join 'd. 
5  XXIII.  Aloft 
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XXIII. 
Aloft  in  air  the  rattling  chariot  flies. 
While  thunder  harfhiy  grates  upon  its  wheels  ; 
Black  pointed  fpires  of  fmoke  around  them  rife^ 
The  air  dcprefs'd  unufual  burthen  feels ; 
Detefted  fight !  in  terrible  array. 
They  fpur  their  fiery  dragons  on  amain, 
Ne  mote  their  anger  fufFer  cold  delay. 
Until  the  wilh'd-for  region  they  obtain. 
And  land  their  dingy  car  on  Caledonian  plain. 
XXIV. 
Here,  eldeftfon  of  Malice,  long  had  dwelt 
A  wretch  of  all  the  joys  of  life  forlorn  ; 
His  fame  on  double  falfities  was  built : 
(Ahl  worthlefs  fon,  of  worthlefs  parent  born!) 
Under  the  fhew  of  femblance  fair,  he  veil'd 
The  black  intentions  of  his  hellifla  breaft ; 
And  by  thefe  guileful  means  he  more  prevail'd 
Than  had  he  open  enmity  profeft ; 

The  wolf  more  fafely  wounds  when  in  fheep's  death- 
ing  dreft. 

XXV. 
Him  then  themfelves  atween  they  joyful  place, 
(Sure  fign  of  woe  when  fuch  are  pleas'd,  alas!) 
Then  meafure  back  the  air  with  fwifter  pace. 
Until  they  reach  the  foot  of  Mount  Parnafs. 
Hither  in  evil  hour  the  monfters  came. 
And  with  their  new  companion  did  alight, ' 
Who  long  had  loft  all  fenfe  of  virtuous  fhame. 
Beholding  worth  with  poifonous  defpight; 
On  his  fuccefs  depends  their  impious  delight. 

I  2  XXVI.  Long 
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XXVI. 

Long  burnt  He  fore  the  fummit  to  obtain. 
And  fpread  his  venom  o'er  the  blifsful  feat; 
Lone  burnt  He  fore,  but  ftill  He  burnt  in  va;in  : 
Mote  none  come  there,  who  come  with  impious  feet. 
At  lenth,  at  unawares,  he  out  doth  fpit 
That  fpite  which  elfe  had  to  himfelf  been  bane  ; 
The  venom  on  the  breaft  of  Milton  lit. 
And  fpread  benumbing  death  through  every  vein ; 
The  Bard  of  life  bereft  fell  fenfelefs  on  the  plain, 
XXVIL 
As  at  the  banquet  of  Thyeftes  old. 
The  fun  is  faid  t'  have  (hut  his  radiant  eye. 
So  did  he  now  through  grief  his  beams  with-hold. 
And  darknefs  to  be  felt  oerwhelm'd  the  Iky; 
Forth  iffued  from  their  difmal  dark  abodes 
The  birds  attendant  upon  hideous  night. 
Shriek-owls  and  ravens,  whofe  fell  croaking  bodes 
Approaching  death  to  miferable  wight: 
Did  never  mind  of  man  behold  fike  dreadful  fight? 

XXVIII. 
Apollo  wails  his  darling  done  to  die 
By  foul  attempt  of  Envy's  fatal  bane; 
The  Muses  fprinkle  him  with  dew  of  Caftaly, 
And  crown  his  death  with  many  a  living  ftrain; 
Hoary  Parnassus  beats  his  aged  breaft. 
Aged,   yet  ne'er  before  did  forrow  know; 
The  flowers  drooping  their  defpair  atteft, 
Th'  aggrieved  rivers queruloufly  flow; 
All  nature  fudden  groan'd  with  fympathetic  woe. 

XXIX.  But, 
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XXIX. 
But,  lo !   the  fky  a  gayer  livery  wears. 
The  melting  clouds  begin  to  fade  apace. 
And  now  the  cloak  of  darknefs  difappears, 
(May  darknefs  ever  thus  to  light  give  place!) 
Erftgriev'd  Apollo  jocund  looks  refumes. 
The  Nine  renew  their  whilom  chearful  fong. 
No  grief  Parnassus'  aged  breaft  confumes. 
For  from  the  teeming  earth  new  flowers  fprong. 
The  plenteous  rivers  flow'd  full  peacefully  along. 

XXX. 

The  ftricken  Bard  frefh  vital  heat  renews, 
Whofe  blood,  erft  ftagnate,  rufhes  through  his  veins; 
Life  through  each  pore  her  fpirit  doth  infufe. 
And  Fame  by  Malice  unextinguifh'd  reigns : 
And  fee,  a  form  breaks  forth,  all  heav'nly  bright. 
Upheld  by  one  of  mortal  progeny, 
A  Female  Form,  yclad  in  fnowy  white, 
Ne  half  fo  fair  at  diftance  feen  as  nigh ; 
Douglas  and  Truth  appear.  Envy  and  Lauder 
die. 
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[  1^8  ] 
PROLOGUE 

TO    THE 

JEALOUS    WIFE. 

SPOKEN       BY       MR.       GARRXCK, 

THE  Jealous  Wife!   a  Comedy!   poorman? 
A  charming  fubjeft!  but  a  wretched  plan. 
His  (kittifh  wit,  o'erleaping  the  due  bound. 
Commits  flat  trefpafs  upon  tragic  ground. 
Quarrels,  upbraidings,  Jealoufies,  and  fpleen. 
Grow  too  familiar  in  the  comic  fcene. 
Tinge  but  the  language  with  heroic  chime, 
'Tis  Paffion,  Pathos,  Charafter,  Sublime! 
What  round  big  words  had  fwell'd  the  pompous  fcene, 
A  king  the  hufljand,  and  the  wife  a  queen! 
Then  might  Diftraftlon  rend  her  graceful  hair. 
See  fightlefs  forms,  and  fcream,  and  gape,  and  ftare, 
Drawcanfir  death  had  rag'd  without  contioul. 
Here  the  drawn  dagger,  there  the  poifon'd  bowl. 
What  eyes  had  ftream'd  at  all  the  whining  woe! 
What  hands  had  thunder 'd  at  each  Hah  and  Oh! 
But  peace !  the  gentle  prologue  cuftom  fends. 
Like  drum  and  ferjeant,  to  beat  up  for  friends. 
At  vice  and  folly,  each  a  lawful  game. 
Our  author  flies,  but  with  no  fartial  aim. 

He 
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He  read  the  manners,  open  as  they  lie 

In  nature's  volume  to  the  general  eye. 

Books  too  he  read,  nor  blufh'd  to  ufe  their  ftore. — 

He  does  but  what  his  betters  did  before. 

Shakefpeare  has  done  it,  and  the  Grecian  ftage 

Caught  truth  of  charader  from  Homer's  page. 

If  in  his  fcenes  an  honeft  fkill  is  fhewn. 
And  borrowing  little,  much  appears  his  own  j 
If  what  a  matter's  happy  pencil  drew 
He  brings  more  forward,  in  dramatic  view; 
To  your  decifion  he  fubmits  his  caufe. 
Secure  of  candour,  anxious  for  applaufe. 

But  if  all  rude,  his  artlefs  fcenes  deface 
The  fimple  beauties  which  he  meant  to  grace ; 
If,  an  invader  upon  others'  land. 
He  fpoil  and  plunder  with  a  robber's  hand. 
Do  juftice  on  him! — As  on  fools  before. 
And  give  to  Blockheads  pall  one  Blockhead  more. 
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PROLOGUE, 

INTENDED  TO  HAVE  BEEN  SPOKEN  AT  DRURY- 
LANE  THEATRE,  ON  HIS  MAJEoTY's  BIRTH- 
DAY,   I761. 

/^  ENIUS,  neglefted,  mourns  his  wither'd  bays ; 

But  fears  to  heav'n  from  virtue's  generous  praife, 
"When  Kings  themfelves  the  proper  judges  fit 
O'er  the  bleft  realms  of  fcience,  arts  and  wit. 
Each  eager  breaft  beats  high  for  glorious  fame. 
And  emulation  glows  with  aftive  flame. 
Thus,  with  Auguftus  rofe  imperial  Rome, 
For  arms  renovvn'd  abroad,  for  arts  at  home. 
Thus,  when  Eliza  fill'd  Britannia's  throne. 
What  arts,  what  learning  was  not  then  our  own  ? 
Then  finew'd  Genius,  flrong  and  nervous  rofe. 
In  Spenfer's  numbers,  and  in  Raleigh's  profe  ; 
On  Bacon's  lips  then  every  fcience  hung. 
And  Nature  fpoke  from  her  own  Shakfpeare's  tongue. 
Her  patriot  fmiles  fell,  like  refrefhing  dews. 
To  wake  to  life  each  pleafing  ufeful  Mufe, 
While  every  virtue  which  the  Queen  profefs'd, 
Seam'd  on  her  fubjefts,  but  to  make  them  blefl. 
O  glorious  times ! — O  theme  of  praife  divine ! 
—Be  happy,  Britain,  then — fuch  times  are  thine. 
Behold  e'en  now  ftrong  fcience  imps  her  wing. 
And  arts  revive  beneath  a  Patriot  King. 

The 
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The  Mufes  too  burft  forth  with  double  light. 
To  flied  their  luftre  in  a  Monarch's  fight. 
His  cheering  fmiles  alike  to  all  extend — 
Perhaps  this  /pot  may  boaft  a  Royal  Friend. 
And  when  a  Prince,  with  early  judgment  grac'd, 
Himfelf  fhall  marfhal  out  the  way  to  tafte. 
Caught  with  the  flame  perhaps  e'en  here  may  rife 
Some  powerful  genius  of  uncommon  fize. 
And,  pleas'd  with  nature,  nature's  depth  explore. 
And  be  what  our  great  Shakfpeare  was  before. 


PRO- 
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PROLOGUE    TO    HECUBA. 

SPOKEN     BY     MR.    GARRICK,     I761. 

A  Grecian  bard,  two  thoufand  years  ago, 
Plann'd  this  fad  fable  of  illuftrious  woe; 
Waken'd  each  foft  emotion  of  the  breaft. 
And  called  forth  tears,  that  would  not  be  fuppreft. 

Yet,  O  ye  mighty  Sirs,  of  judgment  chafte. 
Who,  lacking  Genius,  have  a  deal  of  Tafte, 
Can  you  forgive  out  modern  ancient  piece. 
Which  brings  no  chorus,  tho'  it  comes  from  Greece  ? 
Kind  fecial  chorus,  which  all  humours  meets. 
And  fings  and  dances  up  and  down  the  flreets. 

Oh  !  might  true  tafte,  in  thefe  unclaffic  days. 

Revive  the  Grecian  fafliions  with  their  plays  ! 

Then,  rais'd  on  ftilts,  our  Players  would  ftalk  and  rage. 

And,  at  three  fteps,  ftride  o'er  a  modern  ftage  ; 

Each  gefture  then  would  boaft  unufual  charms. 

From  lengthen 'd  legs,  ftuiF'd  body,  fprawling  arms ! 

Your  critic  eye  would  then  no  pigmies  fee. 

But  Bulkins  make  a  giant,  even  of  me. 

No  features  then  the  Poet's  mind  would  trace. 

But  one  black  vizor  blot  out  all  the  face. 

O  !  glorious  times,  when  aftors  thus  could  ftrike, 

Expreffive,  inexpreffive,  all  alike ! 

Lefs  change  of  face  than  in  our  punch  they  faw. 

For  punch  can  roll  his  eyes,  and  wag  his  jaw  ; 

With  one  fet  glare  they  mouth 'd  the  rumbling  verfe  ; 

Our  Gog  and  Magog  look  not  half  fo  fierce ! 

Yet, 


PROLOGUE    TO   HECUBA.  123 

Yet,  though  depriv'd  of  inftruments  like  thefe. 
Nature,  perhaps,  may  find  a  way  to  pleafe ; 
Which,  wherefoe'er  Ihe  glows  with  genuine  flame^ 
In  Greece,  in  Rome,  in  England,  is  the  fame. 

Of  raillery  then,  ye  modern  wits,  beware. 
Nor  damn  the  Grecian  poet  for  the  player. 
Theirs  was  the  fkill,  with  honeft  help  of  art. 
To  win,  by  juft  degree,  the  yielding  heart. 
What  if  our  Shakfpeare  claims  the  magic  throne^ 
And  in  one  inftant  makes  us  all  his  own ; 
They  di^er  only  in  one  point  of  view. 
For  Shakfpeare's  nature,  was  their  nature  too« 
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SPOKEN     ON     A      PUBLIC      OCCASION      AT     WEST- 
MINSTER   SCHOOL. 

NOR  at  Apollo's  vaunted  fhrine. 
Nor  to  the  fabled  Sifters  Nine, 
OfFers  the  youth  his  inefFeftual  vow. 
Far  be  their  rites ! — Such  worfhip  fits  not  now  j 

When  at  Eliza's  facred  name 

Each  breaft  receives  the  prefent  flame  : 
While  eager  genius  plumes  her  infant  wings. 
And  with  bold  impulfe  ftrikes  th'  accordant  firings, 

Reflefting  on  the  crouded  line 

Of  mitred  fages,  bards  divine. 
Of  patriots,  aftive  in  their  country's  caufe. 
Who  plan  her  councils,  or  dired  her  laws. 

Oh  Memory  !  how  thou  lov'ft  to  ftray. 

Delighted,  o'er  the  flow'ry  way 
Of  childhood's  greener  years !  when  fimple  youth 
Pour'd  the  pure  diftates  of  ingenuous  truth ! 

'Tis  then  the  fouls  congenial  meet, 

Infpir'd  with  friendfhip's  genuine  heat. 
Ere  intereft,  frantic  zeal,  or  jealous  art. 
Have  taught  the  language  foreign  to  the  heart. 

'Twas  here,  in  many  an  early  ftrain 

Dryden  firft  try'd  his  clafTic  vein, 
Spurr'd  his  ftrong  genius  to  the  diftant  goal. 
In  wild  effufions  of  his  manly  foul ; 

Wlicn 
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When  Bufby's  fkill,  and  judgment  fage, 

Reprefs'd  the  poet's  frantic  rage, 
Cropt  his  luxuriance  bold,  and  blended  taught 
The  flow  of  numbers  with  the  ftrength  of  thought. 

Nor,  Cowley,  be  thy  Mufe  forgot !  which  ftrays 

In  wit's  ambiguous  fiowery  maze. 
With  many  a  pointed  turn  and  ftudied  art : 

Though  afFeda-tion  blot  thy  rhyme. 

Thy  mind  was  lofty  and  fublime. 
And  manly  honour  dignified  thy  heart : 
Though  fond  of  wit,  yet  firm  to  virtue's  plan. 
The  Poet\  trifles  ne'er  difgrac'd  the  Man. 

Well  might  thy  morals  fweet  engage 

Th'  attention  of  the  Mitred  Sage, 
Smit  with  the  plain  fimplicity  of  truth. 

For  not  ambition's  giddy  ftrife. 

The  gilded  toys  of  public  life. 
Which  fnare  the  gay  unliable  youth, 

Cou'd  lure  Thee  from  the  fober  charms. 

Which  lapt  thee  in  retirement's  arms, 
Whence'Thou,  untainted  with  the  pride  of  ftate, 
Coud'ft  fmile  with  pity  on  the  buttling  Great, 

Such  were  Eliza's  fons.     Her  foft 'ring  care 
Here  bade  free  genius  tune  his  grateful  fong  ; 
Which  elfe  had  wafted  in  the  defart  air. 
Or  droop'd  unnotic'd  'mid  the  vulgar  throng, 

— Ne'er  may  her  youth  degenerate  fhame 

The  glories  of  Eliza's  name ! 

But  with  the  poet's  frenzy  bold. 

Such  as  infpir'd  her  bards  of  old. 
Pluck  the  green  laurel  from  the  hand  of  Fame ! 

THE 


E  126  3 


THE     TEARS     AND     TRIUMPH     OF 
PARNASSUS: 

AN  ODE, 

SET    TO     MUSICK     AND    PERFORMED    AT    DRURY- 
LANE,    1760, 

The  Scene  di/covers  Apollo  and  the  Nine  Muses  /// 
their-  proper  Habits, 

Apollo, 
"TATE  gave  the  word  :  the  deed  is  done  ; 

Augustus  is  no  more; 
His  great  career  of  fame  is  run. 
And  all  the  lofs  deplore. 

[The  Mu/es  tear  off  their  laurel St 

Calliope. 
Well,  fifters  of  the  facred  fpring. 
Well  may  you  rend  your  golden  hair;  •  ' 

Well  may  you  now  your  dirges  fing. 
And  pierce  with  cries  the  troubled  air. 

Chorus. 

Fate  gave  the  word,  &c. 

Clio. 

Founded  in  juftice  was  his  fway  ; 

Ambition  never  mark'd  his  way. 

Calliope. 

Unlefs  the  beft  ambition  that  can  fire 

A  monarch's  breaft  and  all  bis  foul  infpire, 

Tkc 
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The  gen'rous  purpofe  of  the  noble  mind. 
The  beft  ambition— to  ferve  human  kind, 

Apollo. 
Yes,  Virgins,  yes ;  that  wifh  fublime 
Rank'd  him  with  thofe  of  earlieft  time. 

Who  for  a  people's  welfare  ftrove ; 
Whofe  fpirits  breathe  jetherial  air. 
And  for  their  meed  of  earthly  care. 
Drink  Nedar  with  Olympian  Jove. 
Calliope. 
Oh !  Truth!  fair  daughter  of  the  (ky. 
And  Mercy  ! — that  with  afking  eye 

Near  the  Omnipotent  do'fl:  fland; 
And,  when  mankind  provoke  his  rage, 
Do'ft  clafp  his  knees,  his  wrath  afluage. 
And  win  the  thunder  from  his  hand  I 
Clio. 
Oh!  white-rob'd  Faith!  caeleftial  maid ! 
Twin-born  with  J  usti  c  e  !  by  whofe  aid 

He  liv'd  the  guardian  of  the  laws; 
Dear  Liberty!  round  Albion's  ifle 
That  bid'il  eternal  funlhine  fmile. 

Who  now  will  guard  your  facred  caufe  ? 
Chorus, 
Dear  liberty.  Sec. 

Calliope, 
Where  were  ye,  Mufes,  when  the  fatal  Iheers 
The  Fury  rais'd,  to  clofe  his  rev'rend  years  ? 
But  ah!  vain  wifh! — you  could  not  flop  the  blow! 
No  Omen  warn'd  yc  of  th'  impending  woe. 

Apollo, 
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Apollo. 
See !  where  Britannia  ftands 
With  clofe-infolded  hands. 
On  yonder  fea-beat  fhore ! 
Behold  her  languid  air ! 
Lo!  her  difhevell'd  hair! 
Majeftic  now  no  more! 
Still  on  the  fuUen  wave  her  eye  is  bent. 
The  Trident  of  the  Main  thrown  idle  by; 
Old  Thames,  his  fea-green  mantle  rent. 
Inverts  his  urn,  and  heaves  a  doleful  figh. 
Hark !  to  the  winds  and  waves 
Frantic  with  grief  fhe  raves. 

And,  cruel  Gods!  fhe  cries; 
Each  chalky  clifF  around. 
Each  rock  returns  the  found. 
And,  cruel  Gods!  replies. 

Calliope, 

See !  the  proceffion  fad  and  flow. 
Walks  in  a  folemn  pomp  of  woe 
Through  awful  arches,  gloomy  ifles. 
And  rows  of  monumental  piles. 
Where  lie  the  venerable  juft. 
Where  heroes  moulder  into  duft. 

Now  quietly  inurn'd  he  lies. 

Pale!   pale!   inanimate  and  cold! 
Where  round  him  baleful  vapours  rife, 

'Mjdft  bones  of  legiflators  old! 

Clio, 
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Clio, 

Of  him  who  fought  th'  ambitious  Gaul 

Oe'r  thick-embattled  plains. 
Who  felt,  who  liv'd,  and  reign'd  for  all. 
This  only  now  remains. 

Apollo. 
Bring,  in  handfuls,  lillies  bring 
Bring  me  all  the  flow'ry  fpring. 
Scatter  rofes  on  his  bier; 
Ever  honour'd,  ever  dear  J 

Chorus, 
Scatter  Rofes,  &c. 

Mercury    defcends. 
No  more,  harmonious  Progeny  of  Jove, 

No  more  let  fun'ral  accents  rife ; 
The  great,  the  good  Augustus  reigns  above, 
Tranflated  to  his  kindred  fkies, 
Clio. 
No  more  for  my  hiftoric  page— 

Calliope. 
No  more  for  my  great  epic  rage— 

Both. 
Will  by  the  hero  now  be  done— 
Chorus, 
His  great  career  of  fame  is  run. 
And  all  the  lofs  deplore. 

Enter    Mars. 
Lo!  Mars,  from  his  beloved  land. 
Where  freedom  long  hath  fix'd  her  fland, 
Bids  ye  coUedl  your  flowing  hair. 
And  again  the  laurel  wear  : 
Vol.  LXVIII.  K  For 
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For  fee !  Britannia  rears  her  drooping  head  | 
Again  refumes  her  Trident  of  the  main; 
Thames  takes  his  urn,  and  feeks  his  wat'ry  bed. 
While  gay  content  fits  fmiling  on  the  plain. 

Hark !  a  glad  voice. 

Proclaims  the  people's  choice. 

Chorus,    ivithln  the  Scenes, 

He  is  our  liege,  our  rightful  lord! 
Of  heart  and  tongue  with  one  accord 

We  all  will  fing 

Long  live  the  king ! 
He  is  our  liege! — he! — he  alone! 
With  British  Heart  he  mounts  the  throne; 
Around  him  throngs  a  loyal  band ; 
He  will  protedl  his  Native  Land! 
He  is  our  liege,  &c. 

\TheM7i/es  rife  and pui  on  their  laurels. 

Calliope. 
The  mufes  now  their  heads  fhall  raife ; 

The  arts  to  life  fliall  fpring; 
Virgins,  we'll  trim  our  wither'd  bayes. 

And  wake  each  vocal  ftring; 
Now  (hall  the  fculptor's  happy  fkill 

Touch  the  rude  ftone  to  life ; 
The  painter  fhall  his  canvafs  fill, 

Pleas'd  with  his  mimic  ftrife. 
Clio. 
Sweet  Mercy!  Faith!  C^elestiai.  Truth  ! 
Now  by  your  aid  the  royal  youth 

Shall 
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Shall  live  the  guardian  of  the  laws; 
Dear  Liberty!  round  Albion's  ifle 
That  bid'ft  eternal  funlhine  fmile. 

He  now  will  guard  your  facred  caufe, 
Apollo. 
Bleft  Prince!  whofe  fubjeds  in  each  adverfe  hour 

For  freedom  ftill  have  ftood ! 
Bleft  ifle!  whofe  Prince  but  deems  the  fov'reign  pow'r. 
The  pow'r  of  doing  good! 
Mars. 
Now  open  all  your  Helicon ;  explore 
Of  harmony  the  loftieft  ftore ; 
Let  the  drum  beat  alarms. 
Such  as  rouze  us  to  arms  ; 
The  trumpet's  fhrill  clangor  (hall  pierce  through  the  flcy ! 
Swell  the  rapture,  fwell  it  high; 
And  in  notes  fublime  and  clear 
Pour  the  ftrong  melody,  that  Heav'n  may  hear* 
Apollo, 
Nothing  mortal  will  I  found  ; 
Lo!  the  flame,  the  flame  divine! 
High  I  mount,  I  quit  the  ground^ 
Holy  fury !   I  am  thine. 
With  rage  pofleft 
Big  fwells  my  breafl: ! 
In  vifions  rapt,  before  my  fight  appears 
A  brighter  order  of  increafmg  years. 
Mars. 
I  fee  the  Rhine  devolve  his  flood 
Deep-crimfoa'd  with  the  Gallic  blood  I 

K  2  I  hear. 
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I  hear,  I  hear  the  diftant  roar 

Of  ruin  on  yon  hoftile  fhore ! 

I  fee,  young  Prince,  to  thee  I  fee 

The  favage  Indian  bend  the  knee! 

Lo!   Afric  from  her  fable  kings 

Her  richeft  ftores  in  tribute  brings ! 
Andfartheft  Ind,  beneath  the  rifing  day 
Lays  down  her  arms,  and  venerates  thy  fway, 

CALLrOPE, 

I  fee  Bellona  banlfh'd  far ! 
I  fee  him  clofe  the  gates  of  war. 
While  purple  rage  within 
With  ghaftly  Ire  fliall  grin. 
And  rolling  his  terrific  eyes. 
Where  round  him  heaps  of  arms  arife. 
Bound  with  a  hundred  brazen  chains. 
In  vain  fhall  foam,  and  thirft  for  fanguine  plains. 

Clio, 

Sweet  peace  returns  j 
O'er  Albion's  fons 

She  waves  her  dove-like  wing : 
On  ev'ry  plain 
The  (hepherd  train 

Their  artlefs  loves  fliall  fing. 
Pale  Discord  fliall  fly 
From  the  light  of  the  (ky. 
To  black  Cocytus  hurl'd; 

There,  there  fliall  feel 

Jxion's  wheel, 

Thf 
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The  furies  with  their  ferpents  curl'd; 

With  the  unceafing  toil  fhall  groan 

Of  the  unconquerable  ftone. 
And  leave  in  harmony  the  Britifh  world, 

Apollo. 

Proceed  great  days;  lead  on  th'  aufpicious  years; 
Such  years/ — for  lo!  the  fcene  of  fate  appears !) 
Such  years,  the  Destinies  have  faid,  fhall  roll; 
Jove  nods  confent,  and  thunder  fhakes  the  pole^ 
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ARCADIA.    A    DRAMATIC    PASTORAL, 
SCENE     I.     A  'vk-iv  of  the  country* 
Shepherds    and     Shepherdesses* 

Chorus. 

SHEPHERDS,  buxom,  blithe  and  free. 
Now 's  the  time  for  jollity. 

Sylvia. 

AIR. 

Hither  hafte,  and  bring  along 
Merry  tale  and  jocund  fong 
To  the  pipe  and  tabor  beat 
Frolic  meafures  with  your  feet. 
Ev'ry  gift  of  time  employ; 
Make  the  raoft  of  profFer'd  joy. 
Pleafure  hates  the  fcanty  rules 
Portion'd  out  by  dreaming  fools. 

Chorus, 
Shepherds,  buxom,  blithe  and  free 
Now's  the  time  for  jollity. 

\^A  dance  of  Shepherds y  l^c. 

Sylvia, 

RECITATIVE. 

Rejoice,  ye  happy  fwains,  rejoice  j 
It  is  the  heart  that  prompts  the  voice. 

Be 
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Be  forrow  banifh'd  far  away;  ' 
Thyrfis  fhall  make  it  holy-day. 
Who  at  his  name  can  joy  fupprefs  ? 
Arcadian-born  to  rule  and  blefs. 

Damon. 
And  hark !  from  rock  to  rock  the  found 
Of  winding  horn,  and  deep-mouth'd  hound. 
Breaking  with  rapture  on  the  ear. 
Proclaims  the  blithfome  Phoebe  near  : 
See  where  flie  haftes  with  eager  pace. 
To  fpeak  the  joys  that  paint  her  face. 

SCENE     II.  Ojiens  to  a  profpeSi  ef  rods. 

Hun tf men,  HuntreJJes,  i^'c.  comi?!g  doxmi  from  them^ 
Phoebe. 

Hither  I  fpeed  with  honeft  glee. 
Such  as  befits  the  mind  that's  free ; 
Your  chearful  troop,  blithe  youth,  to  join, 
Aud  mix  my  focial  joys  with  thine. 
Now  may  each  nymph,  and  frolic  fwain. 
O'er  mountain  fteep,  or  level  plain. 
Court  buxom  health,  while  jocund  horn 
Bids  echo  wake  the  fluggard  morn, 

AIR. 

When  the  morning  peeps  forth,  and  the  zephyr's 
cool  gale. 
Carries  fragrance  and  health  over  mountain  and  dale ; 
Up,  ye  nymphs,  and  ye  fwains,  and  together  we'll  rove. 
Up  hill,  down  the  valley,  by  thicket  or  grove : 

K  4  Then 
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Then  follow  with  me,  where  the  welkin  refounds 
With  the  notes  of  the  horns,    and  the  cry  of  the 
hounds. 

Let  the  wretched  be  flaves  to  ambition  and  wealth; 
All  the  bleffing  we  afk  is  the  bleffing  of  health. 
So  Ihall  innocence  felf  give  a  warrant  to  joys 
No  envy  difturbs,  no  dependance  deftroys. 
Then  follow  with  me,  where  the  welkin  refounds 
With  the  notes  of  the  horn,  and  the  cry  of  the  hounds. 

O'er  hill,  dale,  and  woodland,  with  rapture  we  roam  ; 
Yet  returning,  ftill  find  the  dear  pleafures  at  home ; 
Where  the  chearful  good  humour  gives  honefty  grace. 
And  the  heart  fpeaks  content  in  the  fmiles  of  the  face. 
Then  follow  with  me,  where  the  welkin  refounds 
With  the  notes  of  the  horn,  and  the  cry  of  the  hounds, 

D   A  M   iE  T   A  S. 

RECITATIVE. 

Small  care,  my  friends,  your  youth  annoys. 
Which  only  looks  to  prefent  joys. 

Sylvia. 
Though  the  white  locks  of  filver'd  age. 
And  long  experience  hail  thee  fage; 
111  fuits  it  in  this  joy,  to  wear 
A  brow  fo  over-hung  with  care. 
Better  with  us  thy  voice  to  raife. 
And  join  a  whole  Arcadia's  praife. 

D  A   M   iE  T  A   S. 

With  you  I  joy  that  Thyrfis  reigns 
The  guardian  o'er  his  native  plains : 

But 
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But  praife  is  fcanty  to  reveal 

The  .peaking  bleffings  all  mufl;  feel. 

Damon. 
True,  all  muft  feel — but  thanklefs  too  ? 
Nor  give  to  virtue,  virtue's  due  ? 
My  grateful  heart  fhall  ever  ftiew 
The  debt  I  need  not  blufh  to  owe. 

AIR. 
That  I  go  where  I  lift,  that  I  fing  what  I  pleafe. 
That  my  labour's  the  price  of  contentment  and  eafe. 
That  no  care  from  abroad  my  retirement  annoys. 
That  at  home  I  can  tafle  the  true  family  joys. 
That  my  kids  wanton  fafely  o'er  meadows  and  rocks. 
That  my  fheep  graze  fecure  from  the  robber  or  fox ; 
Thefe  are  bleffings  I  fhare  with  the  reft  of  the  fwains. 

For  it's  Thyrfis  who  gave  them,  and  Thyrfis  main- 
tains. 

D  A  M  ^  T  A  s. 

RECITATIVE. 

Periih  my  voice,  if  e'er  I  blame 
Thy  duty  to  our  guardian's  name ! 
His  aftive  talents  I  revere. 
But  eye  them  with  a  jealous  fear. 
Intent  to  form  our  blifs  alone. 
The  generous  youth  forgets  his  own; 
Nor  e'er  his  bufy  mind  employs 
To  find  a  partner  of  his  joys. 
So  might  his  happy  offspring  own 
The  virtues  which  their  fire  hath  fhewn. 

A  I  R 
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AIR. 

With  joy  the  parent  loves  to  trace 
Refemblance  in  his  children's  face: 
And  as  he  forms  their  docile  youth 
To  walk  the  fteady  paths  of  truth, 
Obferves  them  fhooting  into  men. 
And  lives  in  them  life  o'er  again. 

While  aftive  fons,  with  eager  flame. 
Catch  virtue  at  their  father's  namej 
When  full  of  glory,  full  of  age. 
The  parent  quits  this  bufy  ftage. 
What  in  the  fons  we  moft  admire, . 
Calls  to  new  life  the  honour'd  fire, 

Sylvia. 

RECITATIVE. 

O  prudent  Sage  forgive  the  zeal 
Of  thoughtlefs  youth.     With  thee  I  feel. 
The  glories  now  Arcadia  fliares 
May  but  embitter  future  cares. 

Oh  mighty  Pan  !  attend  Arcadia's  voice, 
Infpire,  direft,  and  fandlify  his  choice. 

A    I    R. 

So  may  all  thy  fylvan  train. 

Dryad,  nymph,  and  ruftic  faun. 

To  the  pipe  and  merry  ftrain. 
Trip  it  o'er  the  ruflet  lawn ! 

May  no  thorn  or  bearded  grafs 

Hurt  their  footfteps  as  they  pafs. 


Whilft 
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Whiltl:  in  gambols  round  and  round 
They  fport  it  o'er  the  {haven  ground! 

Though  thy  Syrinx,  like  a  dream. 

Flying  at  the  face  of  day, 
Vanilh'd  in  the  limpid  ftream. 
Bearing  all  thy  hopes  away. 
If  again  thy  heart  fhould  burn. 
In  careiTmg, 
Bleft,  and  bleffing, 
May'ft  thou  find  a  wifh'd  return. 

Chorus. 

O  mighty  Pan  !   attend  Arcadia's  voice, 
Infpire,  direft,  and  fandify  his  choice. 

[^Jcfance  ofhuntfmen  andhuntrejjcs. 

D   A    M    ^   T    A   S, 

RECITATIVE. 

Peace,  fhepherds,  peace,  with  jocund  air. 
Which  fpeaks  a  heart  unknown  to  care. 
Young  Delia  haftes.     The  glad  furprize 
Qf  rapture  flaftiing  from  her  eyes. 

ENTER     DELIA. 
Delia. 
AIR. 
Shepherds,  fhepherds,  come  away ; 
Sadnefs  were  a  fin  to-day. 

Let 
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Let  the  pipe's  merry  notes  aid  the  fkill  of  the  voice  ; 
For  our  wifhes  are  crown'd,  and  our  hearts  (hall  re- 
joice. 
Rejoice,  and  be  glad; 
For  fure  he  is  mad 
Who,  where  mirth  and  good  humour,  and  harmony's 

fonnd. 
Never  catches  the  fmil^,  nor  lets  pleafure  go  round. 

Let  the  ftupid  be  grave, 
'Tis  the  vice  of  the  flave  j 
But  can  never  agree 
With  a  maiden  like  me. 
Who  is  born  in  a  country  that's  happy  and  free, 

D  A  M  .^  T  A  s. 

RECITATIVE. 

What  means  this  rapture,  Delia  ?   Shew 
Th'  event  our  bofoms  burn  to  know. 

Delia. 
Now  as  I  trod  yon  verdant  fide. 
Where  Ladon  rolls  its  filver  tide. 
All  gayly  deck'd  in  gorgeous  flare, 
Sail'd  a  proud  barge  of  richeft  freight : 
Where  fat  a  nymph,  more  fre(h  and  fair 
Than  bloffoms  which  the  morning  air 
Steals  perfume  from ;  the  modeft  grace 
Of  maiden  blufh  befpread  her  face. 
Hither  it  made,  and  on  this  ftrand 
Pour'd  it's  rich  freight  for  fliepherds'  land, 
Ladon,  for  this,  fmooth  flow  thy  tide  ! 
The  precious  freight  was  Thyrfii'  bride. 

D  A  M  j^  T  A  s. 
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D  A  M   ^   T  A  S. 

RE  CITATIVE, 
Stop,  fliepherds,  if  aright  I  hear. 
The  founds  of  joy  proclaim  them  near  : 
Let's  meet  them,  friends,  I'll  lead  the  way; 
Joy  makes  me  young  again  to-day. 

SCENE*  III. 
A  njieix!  of  thefeay  <with  a  'vejjel  at  a  dijiancet 
[Here  folloivs  a  Pajioral  FroceJJton  to  the  <wedding 
of  Thyrfs.!^ 

Priest. 

RECITATIVE, 

Mighty  Pan !  with  tender  care. 
View  this  fwain  and  virgin  fair; 
May  they  ever  thus  impart 
Juft  return  of  heart  for  heart. 
May  the  pledges  of  their  blifs 
Climb  their  knees  to  fhare  the  kifs. 
May  their  fteady  blooming  youth, 
"While  they  tread  the  paths  of  truth. 
Virtues  catch  from  either  fide. 
From  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride. 

Chorus, 

May  their  fteady  blooming  youth. 
While  they  tread  the  paths  of  truth. 
Virtues  catch  from  either  fide. 
From  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride* 

AN 
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AN    EPISTLE    TO    MR.    COLMAN. 

WRITTEN     IN    THE    YEAR    I756. 

YOU  know,  dear  George,  I'm  none  of  thofe 
That  condefcend  to  write  in  profe  ; 
Infpir'd  with  pathos  and  fublime, 
I  always  foar — in  doggrel  rhyme. 
And  fcarce  can  aik  you  how  you  do. 
Without  a  jingling  line  or  two. 
Befides,  I  always  took  delight  in 
What  bears  the  name  of  eafy  'writings 
Perhaps  the  reafon  makes  it  pleafe 
Is,  that  I  find  it's  writ  with  eafe. 

I  vent  a  notion  here  in  private, 
Wliich  public  tafte  can  ne'er  connive  at. 
Which  thinks  no  wit  or  judgment  greater 
Than  Addifon  and  his  Speftator, 
Who  fays  (it  is  no  matter  where. 
But  that  he  fays  it,  I  can  fwear) 
With  ea/y  njerfe  moft  Bards  are  fmittenj 
Becaufe  they  think  it's  eajy  nuritten  \ 
Whereas  the  eafier  it  appears. 
The  greater  marks  of  care  it  wears ; 
Of  which,  to  give  an  explanation. 
Take  this  by  way  of  illuftration  : 
The  fam'd  Mat  Prior,  it  is  faid. 
Oft  bit  his  nails,  and  fcratch'd  his  head. 

Ami 
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And  chang'd  a  thought  a  hundred  times, 

Becaufe  he  did  not  like  the  rhymes. 

To  make  my  meaning  clear,   and  pleafe  ye. 

In  fhort,  he  labour  d  to  write  eajy. 

And  yet,  no  critic  e'er  defines 

His  poems  into  laboured  lines. 

I  have  a  fimile  will  hit  him ; 

His  verfe,  like  clothes,  was  made  to  fit  him. 

Which  (as  no  Taylor  e'er  denied) 

The  better  fit,  the  more  they're  tried. 

Though  I  have  mention 'd  Prior's  name. 
Think  not  I  aim  at  Prior's  fame. 
'Tis  the  refult  of  admiration 
To  fpend  itfelf  in  imitation ; 
If  imitation  may  be  faid. 
Which  is  in  me  by  nature  bred. 
And  you  have  better  proofs  than  thefe. 
That  I'm  idolater  of  eafe. 

Who,  but  a  madman,  would  engage 
A  Poet  in  the  prefent  age  ? 
Write  what  we  will,  our  works  befpeak  us 
Imitatores,  fernjum  Pccus. 
Tale,  Elegy,  or  lofty  Ode, 
We  travel  in  the  beaten  road  : 
The  proverb  ftill  flicks  clofely  by  us, 
Nildiflum,  quod  ngu  difium  prius. 
The  only  comfort  that  I  knov/ 
Is,  that  'twas  faid  an  age  ago. 
Ere  Milton  foar'd  in  thought  fublime. 
Ere  Pope  refin'd  the  chink  of  rhyme. 
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Ere  Colman  wrote  in  ftile  fo  pure. 

Or  the  great  TWO  the  Connoisseur  ; 

Ere  I  burlefqu'd  the  rural  cit. 

Proud  to  hedge  in  my  fcraps  of  wit. 

And  happy  in  the  clofe  connexion, 

T'  acquire  feme  name  from  their  reflexion  ; 

So  (the  fimilitude  is  trite) 

The  moon  ftill  fhines  with  borrovv'd  light. 

And,  like  the  race  of  modern  beaux. 

Ticks  with  the  fun  for  her  lac'd  clothes. 

Methinks  there  is  no  better  time 
To  fhew  the  ufe  I  make  of  rhyme. 
Than  now,  when  I,  who  from  beginning 
Was  always  fond  of  couplet-fmning, 
Prefuming  on  good-nature's  fcore. 
Thus  lay  my  bantling  at  your  door. 

The  firfl:  advantage  which  I  fee. 
Is,  that  I  ramble  loofe  and  free : 
The  Bard  indeed  full  oft  complains. 
That  rhymes  -Mt fetters,  links,  and  chains^ 
And  when  he  wants  to  leap  the  fence. 
Still  keep  him  pris'ner  to  the  fenfe. 
Howe'er  in  common-place  he  rage. 
Rhyme's  like  yowr fetters  on  ihtfage. 
Which  when  the  player  once  hath  wore. 
It  makes  him  only  ftrut  the  more. 
While,  raving  in  pathetic  ftrains. 
He  (hakes  his  legs  to  clank  his  chains. 

From  rhyme,  as  from  a  handfome  face, 
Nonfenfe  acquires  a  kind  of  grace  j 
'  '  r  I  therefore 
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I  therefore  give  it  all  its  fcope. 

That  fenfe  may  unperceiv'd  elope : 

So  minifters  of  bafeft  tricks 

(I  love  a  fling  zX.  politicks) 

Amufe  the  nation,  court,  and  king. 

With  breaking  Fowke,  and  hanging  Byng ; 

And  make  each  punj  rogue  a  prey. 

While  they,  the  greater  flink  away. 

This  fimile  perhaps  would  ftrike. 

If  match'd  with  foraething  more  alike  j 

Then  take  it  drefs'd  a  fecond  time 

In  Prior's  eafe,  and  ?ny  fublime. 

Say,  did  you  never  chance  to  meet 

A  mob  of  people  in  the  ftreet. 

Ready  to  give  the  robb'd  relief. 

And  all  in  hafte  to  catch  a  thief. 

While  the  fly  rogue,  who  filch'd  the  prey. 

Too  clofe  befet  to  run  away. 

Stop  thief!  flop  thief!  exclaims  aloud. 

And  fo  efcapes  among  the  croud  ? 

So  Minifters,  &c. 

O  England,  how  I  mourn  thy  fate! 
For  fure  thy  lofles  now  are  great ; 
Two  fuch,  what  Briton  can  endure, 
Minorca  and  the  Connoiffeur! 

To-day,  before  the  fun  goes  down. 
Will  die  the  Cenfor,  Mr.  Town  ! 
He  dies,  whoe'er  takes  pains  to  con  him. 
With  blufhing  honours  thick  upon  him  j 

Vol.  LXVUI.  L  O  may 
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O  may  his  name  thefe  verfes  fave. 
Be  thefe  infcrib'd  upon  his  grave ! 

Know,  reader,  that  on  Thurfday  died 
The  Connoisseur,  a  fuicide! 
Yet  think  not  that  his  foul  is  fled. 
Nor  rank  him  'mongft  the  vulgar  dead. 
Howe'er  defunft  you  fet  him  down. 
He's  only  going  out  of  Toiun. 


THE 
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THE       PUFF. 

a     dialogue      between      the      bookseller 
and     author. 

Bookseller. 

MUSE  UM,  fir !  that's  not  enough. 
New  works,  we  know,  require  a  PufF; 
A  title  to  entrap  the  eyes. 
And  catch  the  reader  by  furprize: 
As  gaudy  figns,  which  hang  before 
The  tavern  or  the  alehoufe  door. 
Hitch  every  pafler's  obfervation. 
Magnetic  in  their  invitation. 
-—That  Shakspeare  is  prodigious  fine! 
Shall  we  ftep  in,  and  tafte  the  wine? 
Men,  women,  houfes,  horfes,  books. 
All  borrow  credit  from  their  looks. 
Externals  have  the  gift  of  ftriking. 
And  lure  the  fancy  into  liking. 

Author. 
Oh!  I  perceive  the  thing  you  mean- 
Call  it  Si,  James's  Magazine, 

Bookseller. 
■    Or  the  New  Britijh — 

Author, 

Oh!  no  more. 
One  name's  as  good  as  half  a  fcore. 
And  titles  oft  give  nothing  lefs 
Than  what  ihty  Jiarhglj  profefs. 

L  z  Puffing, 
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Puffing,  I  grant,  is  all  the  mode ; 
The  common  hackney  turnpike  road  : 
But  cuftom  is  the  blockhead's  guide. 
And  fuch  low  arts  difguft  my  pride. 
Succefs  on  merit's  force  depends. 
Not  on  the  partial  voice  of  friends ; 
Not  onihe/eems,  that  bully  fm; 
But  that  fwhich  pajjeth  Jheiv  -ixuthin  : 
Which  bids  the  warmth  of  friendfhip  glow. 
And  wrings  conviftion  from  a  foe. — 
Defer-ve  fuccefs,  and  proudly  claim, 
l^otjieal  a  pafTage  into  fame. 

Books  eller. 
Your  method,  lir,  will  never  doj 
You're  right  in  theory,  it's  true. 
But  then,  experience  in  our  trade 
Says,  there's  no  harm  in  fome  parade. 
Suppofe  we  faid,  by  Mr.  Lloyd  ? 

Author. 
The  very  thing  I  would  avoid ; 
And  would  be  rather  pleas'd  to  own 
Myfelf  unknowing,  and  unknown : 
What  could  th'  unknowing  mufe  expefb. 
But  information  or  negleft? 
Unknown — perhaps  her  reputation 
Efcapes  the  tax  of  defamation. 
And  wrapt  in  darknefs,  laughs  unhurt. 
While  critic  blockheads  throw  their  dirt ; 
But  he  who  madly  prints  his  name. 
Invites  h^s  foe  to  take  fare  iim. 

Book- 
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Bookseller. 
True — ^but  a  name  will  always  bring 
A  better  fanfiion  to  the  thing : 
And  all  yourfcribbling  foes  are  fuch. 
Their  cenfure  cannot  hurt  you  much  ; 
And,  take  the  matter  ne'er  fo  ill, 
Kjoii  don't  print  it,  fir,  t.bey  will. 
Author. 
Well,  be  it  fo — that  ftruggle's  o'er  — 
Nay,  —  this  (hall  prove  one  fpur  the  more. 
Pleas'd  if  fuccefs  attends,  if  not, 
I've  ivn't  my  name,  and  made  a  blot. 

BoOKELLER, 

But  a  good  print. 

Author. 

The  print  ?  why  there 
I  trufl:  to  honeft  Leach's  care. 
What  is't  to  me?  in  verfe  or  profe, 
I  find  the  ftufF,  you  make  the  cloaths  : 
Add  paper,  print,  and  all  fuch  drefs. 
Will  lofe  no  credit  from  hh  pref«. 

Bookseller, 
You  quite  miftake  the  thing  I  mean, 
— Ill  fetch  you,  fir,  a  Magazine; 
You  fee  that  pifture  there — the  Qu e en. 
Author, 
A  dedication  to  her  too  ! 
What  will  not  folly  dare  to  do  ? 
O  days  of  art !  when  happy  Ikill 
Can  raife  a  likenefs  whence  it  will ; 
When  portraits  alk  no  Reynolds'  aid. 
And  queens  and  kings  are  ready  made, 

L  5  No, 
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No,  no,  my  friend,  by  helps  like  thefe, 
I  cannot  vvi(h  my  work  fliould  pleafe ; 
No  pictures  taken  from  the  life. 
Where  all  proportions  are  at  ftrife ; 

No  HUMMING-BIR.D,  nO  PAINTED   FlOWER, 

No  Beast  juft  landed  in  the  Tower, 

No  WOODEN  Notes,  no  colour'd  Map, 

No  Country-Dance  fhall  flop  agap; 

O  Philomath,  be  not  fevere. 

If  not  one  problem  meets  you  here ; 

Where  goffip  A,  and  neighbour  B, 

Pair,  like  good  friends,  with  C  and  Dj 

And  E  F  G,  H  I  K  join ; 

And  curve  and  incidental  line 

Fall  out,  fall  in,  and  crofs  each  other, 

Juft  like  a  fifter  and  a  brother. 

Ye  tiny  poets,  tiny  wits. 

Who  frifk  about  on  tiny  tits. 

Who  words  disjoin,  and  fweetly  fing,^ 

Tale  one  third  party  and  take  the  thing  ; 

Then  clofe  the  joints  again,  to  frame 

Some  Lady's,  or  fome  City's  name, 

Enjoy  your  own,  your  proper  Phcebus\ 

We  neither  make,  nor  print  a  Rebus. 

No  Crambo,  no  Acrostic  fine. 

Great  letters  lacing  down  each  line; 

No  ftrange  Conundrum,  no  invention 

Beyond  the  reach  of  comprehenfion. 

No  Riddle,  which  whoe'er  unties. 

Claims  twelve  Museums  for  the  Prize, 

Shall 
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Shall  drive  to  pleafe  you,  at  th'  expence 
Of  fimple  tafte,  and  common  fenfe. 
Bookseller. 

But  would  not  Ornament  produce 
Some  real  grace,  and  proper  ufe  ? 
A  Frontispiece  would  have  its  weight. 
Neatly  engrav'd  on  copper-plate. 
Author. 

Plain  letter-prefs  (hall  do  the  feat. 
What  need  of  foppery  to  be  neat  ? 
The  Pafte-board  Guard  delights  me  more. 
That  Hands  to  watch  a  bun-houfe  door. 
Than  fuch  a  mockery  of  grace. 
And  ornament  fo  out  of  place. 

Bookseller, 

But  one  ward  more,  and  I  have  done-^ 
A  Patent  might  infure  its  run. 
Author. 

Patent !  for  what !  can  patents  give 
A  Genius  ?  or  make  blockheads  live  ? 
If  fo,  O  hail  the  glorious  plan ! 
And  buy  it  at  what  price  you  can. 
But  what  alas!  will  that  avail. 
Beyond  the  property  of  fale  ? 
A  property  of  little  worth. 
If  weak  our  produce  at  its  birth. 
For  fame,  for  honeft  fame  we  ftrive. 
But  not  to  ftruggle  half  alive. 
And  drag  a  miferable  being. 
Its  end  ftili  fearing  and  forefeeing, 

L4  Oh! 
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Oh !  may  the  flame  of  genius  blaze. 
Enkindled  with  the  breath  of  praife ! 
But  far  be  ev'ry  fruitlefs  pufF, 
To  blow  to  light  a  dying  fnufF. 

Bookseller. 
But  fhould  not  fomething,  fir,  be  faid. 
Particular  on  ev'ry  head? 
What  your  Originals  will  be. 
What  infinite  variety, 
Multum  in  Parvo,  as  they  fay. 
And  fomething  neat  in  every  way  ? 
Author, 
I  wifli  there  could— but  that  depends 
Not  on  myfelf,  fo  much  as  friends. 
I  but  fet  up  a  new  machine. 
With  harnefs  tight,  and  furnifh'd  clean; 
Where  fuch,  who  think  it  no  difgrace. 
To  fend  in  time,  and  take  a  place. 
The  book-keeper  fhall  minute  down. 
And  I  with  pleafure  drive  to  town. 

Bookseller. 
Ay,  tell  them  that,  fir,  and  then  fay. 
What  letters  come  in  every  day  ; 
And  what  great  Wits  your  care  procuresj, 
To  join  their  fbcial  hands  with  yours. 
Author. 
What !  muft  I  huge  propofals  print. 
Merely  to  drop  fomefaucy  hint. 
That  real  folks  of  real  fame 
Will  give  their  works,  and  not  their:  name  ? 

— This 
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—This  PufF's  of  ufe,  you  fay — why  let  it. 

We'll  boaft  fuch  friendftiip  when  we  get  it, 

*  Bookseller, 

Get  it !  Ah,  fir,  you  do  but  jeft. 

You'll  have  affiftance,  and  the  beft. 

There's  Churchill — will   not  Churchill   lend 

Affiftance  ? 

Author. 

Surely — to  his  Friend. 

Bookseller. 

And  then  your  intereft  might  procure 

Something  from  either  Connoisseur. 

CoLMAN  and  Thornton,  both  will  join 

Their  fecial  hand,  to  ftrengthen  thine  : 

And  when  your  name  appears  in  print. 

Will  Garrick  ne'ver  drop  a  hint? 

A  u  T  h  o  r. 

True,  I've  indulg'd  fuch  hopes  before. 
From  thofe  you  name,  and  many  more; 
And  they,  perhaps,  again  will  join 
Their  hand,  if  not  afham'd  of  mine. 
Bold  is  the  talk  we  undertake. 
The  friends  we  with,   the  Vv'^ork  muft  make: 
For  Wits,  like  adjeftives,  are  known 
To  cling  to  that  which  ftands  alone. 
Bookseller. 

Perhaps  too,  in  our  way  of  trade. 
We  might  procure  fome  ufeful  aid  : 
Could  we  engage  fome  able  pen. 
To  furnilh  matter  now  and  then ; 

There's 
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There's — what's  his  name,  fir  ?  wou'd  compile. 
And  methodize  the  news  mfiyle. 

Author. 

Take  back  your  newfman  whence  he  came. 
Carry  your  crutches  to  the  lame. 

Bookseller. 

You  muft  enrich  your  book,  indeed  ? 
Bare  Merit  never  willfucceed; 
Which  readers  arc  not  now  a-days. 
By  half  fo  apt  to  buy,  as  praife  ; 
And  praife  is  hardly  worth  purfuing, 
Which  tickles  authors  to  their  ruin. 
Books  fhift  about,  like  ladies'  drefs. 
And  there's  a  fafhion  in  fuccefs. 
But  could  not  we,  like  little  Bajes, 
Armies  imaginary  raife  ? 
And  bid  our  genfra!?  take  the  field. 
To  head  the  troops  that  lie  conceal 'd  ? 
Bid  General  Ess  Ay  lead  the  van. 
By — Oh !  the  Style  will  ihew  the  man  : 
Bid  Major  Science  bold  appear. 
With  all  his  pot-hooks  in  the  rear. 
Author. 

True,  true — our  News,  our  Prose,  our  RHViViES, 
Shall  fhew  the  colour  of  the  times; 
For  which  moft  falutary  ends. 
We've  fellow-foldiers,  fellow-friends. 
For  city,  and  for  court  affairs. 
My  lord  duke's  butler,  and  the  mayor's. 

For 
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For  politics — eternal  talkers. 
Profound  obfervers,  and  park- walkers. 
For  plays,  great  aftors  of  renown, 
{Lately  or  juft  arriv'd  in  town) 
Or  fome,  in  ftate  of  abdication. 
Of  oratorial  reputation ; 
Or  thofe  who  live  on  fcraps  and  bits. 
Mere  green-room  wafps,  and  Temple  wits  ; 
Shall  teach  you,  in  a  page  or  two. 
What  Garrick  fhould,  or  fhould  not  do. 
Trim  poets  from  the  City  delk. 
Deep  vers'd  in  rural  pidurefque. 
Who  minute  down,  with  wond'rous  pains. 
What  Rider's  Almanack  contains 
On  flow'r  and  feed,  and  wind,  and  weather. 
And  bind  them  in  an  Ode  together ; 
Shall  through  the  feafons  monthly  ling 
Svjeet  Winter,  Autumn,  Summer,  Sprin-G, 
Bookseller. 
Ah,  fir!  I  fee  you  love  to  jeft, 
I  did  but  hint  things  for  the  beft. 
Do  what  you  pleafe,  'tisyour  defign. 
And  if  it  fails,  no  blame  is  mine  ; 
I  leave  the  management  to  you. 
Your  fervant,  fir. 

Author. 

I'm  yours, — Adiec, 


CHIT- 
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AN   IMITATION   OF   THEOCRITUS. 

Idyll,  XV,    EfJaj  n»a|ivo;4,  &c. 

Mrs.     Brown. 
TS  Miftrefs  Scot  at  home,  my  dear? 
•*"  Servant. 

Ma'm,  is  it  you  ?  I'm  glad  you're  here. 
My  M'lJ/lfs,  though  refolv'd  to  wait. 
Is  quite  wipatient — 'tis  fo  late. 
She  fancy 'd  you  would  not  come  down, 
— But  pray  walk  in,  Ma'm —Mrs.  Brown, 

Mrs.     Scot. 
Your  fervant.  Madam.     Well,  I  fwear 
I'd  giv'n  you  over  —Child,  a  chair. 
Pray,   Ma'm,  be  feated. 

Mrs.     Brown. 

Lard !  my  dear, 
I  vow  I'm  almoft  dead  with  fear. 
There  is  {wch./c rouging  and  {wch/queegingt 
The  folks  are  all  fo  difobliglng  ; 
And  then  the  waggons,  carts  and  drays 
So  clog  up  all  thefe  narrow  ways. 
What  with  the  buftle  and  the  throng, 
I  wonder  how  I  got  along. 
Befides  the  walk  is  fo  immenfe — 
Not  that  I  grudge  a  coach  expence. 

But 
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But  then  it  jumbles  me  to  death, 
— And  I  was  always  fhort  of  breath. 
How  can  you  live  fo  far,  my  dear  ? 
It's  quite  a  journey  to  come  here. 

Mrs.     Scot. 
Lard!  Ma'm,  I  left  it  all  to  Him, 
Hulbands  you  know,  will  have  their  whim. 
He  took  this  houfe. — This  houfe !  this  den.— 
See  but  the  temper  of  fome  men. 
And  I,  forfooth,  am  hither  hurl'd. 
To  live  quite  out  of  all  the  ^juorld, 
Hufhand,  indeed! 

Mrs.     Brown. 

Hift!  lower,  pray. 
The  child  hears  every  word  you  fay. 
See  how  he  looks — 

Mrs.     Scot. 

Jacky,  come  here. 
There's  a  good  boy,  look  up,  my  dear, 
'Twas  not  papa  we  talk'd  about. 
— Surely  he  cannot  find  it  out. 

Mrs.     Brown. 
See  how  the  urchin  holds  his  hands. 
Upon  my  life  he  underftands. 
— There's  a  fweet  child,  come,  kifs  me,  come. 
Will  Jackj  have  a  fugar-plumb  ? 

Mrs.     Scot, 
This  Perfon,  Madam  (call  him  fo 
And  then  the  child  will  never  know) 

From 
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From  houfe  to  houfe  would  ramble  out. 
And  every  night  a  drunken-bout. 
For  at  a  tavern  he  will  fpend 
His  twenty  fhillings  with  a  friend. 
Your  rabbits  fricaffeed  and  chicken. 
With  curious  choice  of  dainty  picking. 
Each  night  got  ready  at  the  Crotvn, 
With  port  and  punch  to  walh  'em  down. 
Would  fcarcely  ferve  this  belly -glutton, 
Whilft  we  muft  ftarve  on  mutton,  mutton, 

Mrs.     Brown, 

My  good  man,  too — Lord  blefs  us !  Wives    ' 
Are  born  to  lead  unhappy  lives. 
Although  his  profits  bring  him  clear 
Almoft  two  hundred  pounds  a  year. 
Keeps  me  of  cafh  fo  Ihort  and  bare. 
That  I  have  not  a  gotjon  to  nvear; 
Except  my  robe,  and  yellow  fack. 
And  this  old  luteftring  on  my  back. 
— But  we've  no  time,  ray  dear,  to  wafte. 
Come,  where's  your  cardinal,  make  hafte. 
The  King,  God  blefs  his  raajefty,  I  fay. 
Goes  to  the  houfe  of  lords  to-day. 
In  a  fine  painted  coach  and  eight. 
And  rides  along  in  all  his  flate. 
And  then  the  Qu  e  e  n— 

Mrs,    Scot. 

Aye,  aye,  you  know. 
Great  folks  can  always  make  a  fljow, 

4  But 


C  H  I  T  -  C  H  A    T.  i59 

But  tell  me,  do — I've  never  feen 
Her  prefent  majefty,  the  Qu  e  e n. 

Mrs,     Brown. 

Lard !  we've  no  time  for  talking  now. 
Hark ! — one — two— three — 'tis  t-vjel-ve  I  vow, 
Mrs.     Scot. 

Kitty,  my  things, — I'Ufoon  have  done. 
It's  time  enough,  you  know,  at  one. 
— Why,  girl !  fee  how  the  creature  ftands ! 
Some  water  here,  to  wafh  my  hands. 
—Be  quick — why  fure  the  gipfy  fleeps! 
— Look  how  the  drawling  dandle  creeps. 
That  bafon  there — why  don't  you  pour^ 
Go  on,  I  fay — ftop,  ftop — no  more— 
Lud  !   I  could  beat  the  hufley  down. 
She's  pour'd  it  all  upon  my  gown. 
— Bring  me  my  ruffles— can'ft  not  mind? 
And  pin  my  handkerchief  behind. 
Sure  thou  haft  aukwardnefs  enough. 
Go — fetch  my  gloves,  and  fan,  and  muff. 
— Well,  heav'n  be  prajs'd-T— this  work  is  donq, 
I'm  ready  now,  my  dear — let's  run. 
Girl, — put  that  bottle  on  the  fhelf. 
And  bring  me  back  the  key  yourfelf. 
Mr  s.     6  r  o  w  n. 

That  clouded  filk  becomes  you  much, 

I  wonder  how  you  meet  with  fuch. 

But  you've  a  charming  tafte  in  drefs. 

What  might  it  coft  you.  Madam  ? 

Mrs,    Scot. 

Guefs. 

Mr  8, 
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Mrs.     Brown, 

Oh !    that's  Impoflible — for  I 
Am  in  the  world  the  worft  to  buy. 
Mrs.     Scot. 

I  never  love  to  bargain  hard,  ■ 

Five  (hillings,  as  I  think,  a  yard. 
—  I  was  afraid  it  fhould  be  gone — 
'Twas  what  I'd  fet  my  heart  upon. 

Mrs.     Brown. 

Indeed  you  bargain'd  with  fuccefs. 
For  its  a  mofl;  delightful  drefs. 
Befides,  it  fits  you'  to  a  hair. 
And  then  'tis  flop'd  with  fuch  an  air, 
Mrs.     Scot. 

I'm  glad  you  think  fo, — Kitty,  here. 
Bring  me  my  cardinal,  my  dear. 
yacky,  my  love,  nay  don't  you  cry. 
Take  j(3«  a^raai/!— indeed  not  I; 
For  all  the  Bugaboes  to  fright  ye — 
Befides,  the  naughty  horfe  will  bite  ye; 
With  fuch  a  mob  about  the  ftreet, 
Blefs  me,  they'll  tread  you  under  feet, 
"Whine  as  you  pleafe.  111  have  no  blame,  i0- 

You'd  better  blubber,  than  be  lame. 
The  more  you  cry,  the  lefs  you'll 
■     ■    Come,  come  then,  give  mamma  a  kifs, 
Kitty,  I  fay,  here  take  the  boy. 
And  fetch  him  down  the  laft  new  toy. 

Make 
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Make  him  as  merry  as  you  can, 

There,  go  to  Kitty — there's  a  mcutf 

Call  in  the  dog,  and  fhut  the  door. 
Now,  Ma'm. 

Mrs.     Brown, 
Oh  Lard! 

Mrs.     Scot, 

Pray  go  before, 
Mrs.     Brown, 
I  can't  indeed,  now. 

Mrs.     Scot. 

Madam,  pray* 
Mrs.     Brown. 
Well  then,  for  once.  111  lead  the  way, 

Mrs.     Scot. 
Lard!  what  an  uproar!  what  a  throng! 
How  Ihall  we  do  to  get  along  ? 
What  will  become  of  us  ? — look  here. 
Here's  all  the  king's  horfe-guards,  my  dear. 
Let  us  crofs  over — hafte,  be  quick, 
—Pray  fir,  take  care — your  horfe  will  kick. 
He'll  kill  his  rider — he's  fo  wild. 
— I'm  glad  I  did  not  bring  the  child, 

Mrs.     Brown, 
Don't  be  afraid,  my  dear,  come  on. 
Why  don't  you  fee  the  guards  are  gone  ? 
Mrs.     Scot. 
Well,  I  begin  to  draw  my  breath  ; 
But  I  was  almoft  fcar'd  to  death 

Vol.  LXVIH.  M  For 
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For  when  a  horfe  rears  up  and  capers. 
It  always  puts  me  In  the  vapours. 
For  as  I  live, — nay,  don't  you  laugh, 
I'd  rather  fee  a  toad  by  half, 
They  kick  and  prance,  and  look  fo  bold. 
It  makes  my  very  blood  run  cold. 
But  let's  go  forward  — come,  be  quick. 
The  crowd  again  grows  vaftly  thick. 
Mrs.     Brown. 
Come  you  from  Palace-jard,  old  dame  ? 
Old     Woman. 
Troth,  do  I,  my  young  ladies,  why  ? 

Mrs.     Brown. 
Was  it  m.uch  crouded  when  you  came  ? 
Mrs.     S  c  o  t. 
And  is  his  majefty  gone  by  ? 

Mrs.     Brown, 
Can  we  get  in,  old  lady,  pray 
To  fee  him  robe  himfelf  to-day? 
Mrs.     Scot, 
Can  you  direct  us,  dame  ? 

Old     Woman. 

Endeavour, 
Troy  could  not  ftand  a  fiege  for  ever. 
By  frequent  trying,  Troy  was  won. 
All  things,  by  trying,  may  be  done, 
Mrs.     Brown. 
Go  thy  ways.  Proverbs — well  (he's  gone— 
Shall  we  turn  back,  or  venture  on  ? 

Look 
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Look  how  the  folks  prefs  on  before. 
And  throng  impatient  at  the  door, 
Mrs.     Scot, 

Perdigious!  I  can  hardly  fland. 
Lord  blefs  me,   Mrs.  Brown,  your  hand; 
And  you,  my  dear,  take  hold  of  hers. 
For  we  muft  ftick  as  clofe  as  burrs. 
Or  in  this  racket,  noife  and  pother. 
We  certainly  fhall  lofe  each  other. 

Good  God!  my  cardinal  and  fack 
Are  almoft  torn  from  off  my  back. 
Lard,  I  fhall  faint — Oh  Lud — my  breaft— 
I'm  crufh'd  to  atoms,  I  proteft. 
God  blefs  me — I  have  dropt  my  fan, 

Pray  did  you  fee  it,  honeft  man  ? 

Man. 

I,  madam!  no, — indeed,  I  fear 
You'll  meet  with  fome  misfortune  here. 
— Stand  back,  I  fay — pray,  fir,  forbear- 
Why,  don't  you  fee  the  ladies  there  ? 
Put  yourfelves  under  my  direftion. 
Ladies,  I'll  be  your  fafe  proteftion. 
Mrs.     Scot, 

You're  very  kind,  fir ;    truly  few 
Are  half  fo  complaifant  as  you. 
We  fhall  be  glad  at  any  day 
This  obligation  to  repay. 
And  you'll  be  always  fure  to  meet 
A  welcome,  fir,  in — Lard !  the  flreet 

M  2  Bears 
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Bears  fuch  a  name,  I  can't  tell  how 
To  tell  him  where  I  live,  I  vow. 
—Mercy!  what's  all  this  noife  and  ftir  ? 
Pray  is  the  Ki  ng  a  coming,  fir  ? 

Man. 
No — don't  you  hear  the  people  fhout  ? 
'Tis  Mr.  Pitt,  juft^o;>/g-  out. 

Mrs.     Brown. 
Aye,  there  he  goes,  pray  heav'n  blefs  him ! 
Well  may  the  people  all  carefs  him. 
—Lord,  how  my  hufband  us'd  to  fit. 
And  drink  fuccefs  to  honeft  Pitt, 
And  hapy  o'er  his  evening  cheer. 
Cry,  you  fhall  pledge  this  toaft,  my  dear, 

Man. 
Hift — filence — don't  you  hear  the  drumming  ? 
Now,  ladies,  now,  the  King's  a  coming. 
There,  don't  you  fee  the  guards  approach? 

Mrs,    Brown, 
Which  is  the  King? 

Mrs.     Scot. 

Which  is  the  coach  ? 
Scotchman. 
Which  is  the  noble  Earl  of  Bute, 
Geud-faith,  I'll  gi  him  a  falute. 
For  he's  the  Laird  of  anu  our  clatt^ 
Troth,  he's  a  bomij  viuckk  man. 


M  a  n. 
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Man. 
Here  comes  the  Coach,  fo  very  flow 
As  if  it  ne'er  was  made  to  go. 
In  all  the  gingerbread  of  ftate. 
And  flaggering  under  its  own  weight, 

Mrs.     Scot, 
Upon  my  word,  it's  monjiroiu  fine! 
Would  half  the  gold  upon't  were  mine  \ 
How  gaudy  all  the  gilding  fhews! 
It  puts  one's  eyes  out  as  it  goes. 
What  a  rich  glare  of  various  hues. 
What  fliining  yellows,  fcarlets,  blues ! 
It  muft  have  coft  a  heavy  price  ; 
'Tis  like  a  mountain  drawn  by  mice. 

Mrs.     Brown, 
So  painted,  gilded,  and  fo  large, 
Blefs  me !  'tis  like  m.y  lord  mayor's  barge. 
And  fo  it  is — look  how  it  reels  ! 
'Tis  nothing  elfe — a  barge  oh  wheels, 

Man. 
Large!   it  can't  pafs  St.  James's  gatCj, 
So  big  the  coach,  the  arch  fo  ftrait. 
It  might  be  made  to  rumble  through 
And  pafs  as  other  coaches  do. 
Could  they  a  3<3^-coachman  get 
So  moft  prepofteroufly  fit. 
Who'd  undertake  (and  no  rare  tiling) 
Without  a  head  to  drive  the  king. 

M  3  Mrs. 
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Mrs.     Scot. 
Lard!  what  are  thofe  two  ugly  things 
There— with  their  hands  upon  the  fprings. 
Filthy,  as  ever  eyes  beheld. 
With  naked  breafts,  and  faces  fwell'd  ? 
What  could  the  faucy  maker  mean. 
To  put  fuch  things  to  fright  the  Qu  e  e  n  ? 

Man. 
Oh !  they  are  Gods,  Ma'm,  which  you  fee. 
Of  the  Marine  Society, 
Tritons,  which  in  the  ocean  dwell. 
And  only  rife  to  blow  their  fliell. 

Mrs.     Scot. 
Gods,  d'ye  call  thofe  filthy  men? 
Why  don't  they  go  to  fea  again  ? 
Pray,  tell  me,  fir,  you  underftand. 
What  do  thefe  Tritons  do  on  land  ? 

Mrs.     Brown, 
And  what  are  they  ?  thofe  hindmoft  things, . 
Men,  fifli  and  birds,  with  flefh,  fcales,  wings  ? 

Man. 

Oh,  they  are  Gods  too,  like  the  others. 
All  of  one  family  and  brothers. 
Creatures,  which  feldom  come  a-fiiore. 
Nor  feen  about  the  King  before. 
For  Shoiv,  they  wear  thsyellonv  Hue, 
Their  prober  colour  is  True-blue, 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.     Scot. 
Lord  blefs  us !  what's  this  noife  about  ? 
Lord,  what  a  tumult  and  a  rout ! 
How  the  folks  holla,  hifs,  and  hoot! 
Well — Heav'n  preferve  the  Earl  of  Bute! 
I  cannot  ftay,  indeed,  not  I, 
If  there's  a  riot  I  fhall  die. 
Let's  make  for  any  houfe  we  can. 
Do — give  us  fhelter,  honeft  man. 

Mrs.     Brown. 
I  wonder *d  where  you  was,  my  dear, 
I  thought  I  fhould  have  died  with  fear. 
This  noife  and  racketing  and  hurry 
Has  put  my  nerves  in  fuch  a  flurry! 
I  could  not  think  where  you  was  got, 
I  thought  I'd  loft  you,  Mrs.  Scot; 
Where's  Mrs.  Tape,  and  Mr.  Grin  ? 
Lard,  I'm  fo  glad  we're  all  got  in. 


M  4  API. 
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A        DIALOGUE 

■'« 

BETWEEN     THE     AUTHOR     AND      HIS     FRIEND, 
F  R  I   END. 

YOU  fay,  "  it  hurts  you  to  the  foul 
To  brook  confinement  or  controul." 
And  yet  will  voluntary  run 
To  that  confinement  you  would  ftiun. 
Content  to  drudge  along  the  track. 
With  bells  and  harnefs  on  your  back, 
Alas!  what  genius  can  admit 
A  monthly  tax  on  fpendthrift  wit. 
Which  often  flings  whole  (lores  away. 
And  oft  has  not  a  doit  to  pay ! 

Give  us  a  work,  indeed— of  length — 

Something  which  fpeaks  poetic  ftrength ; 
Is  fluggilh  fancy  at  a  ftand  ? 
3^Jo  fcheme  of  confequence  in  hand  ? 
I   nor  your  plan,  nor  book  condemn. 
But  why  your  name,  and  why  A.  M? 
Author. 
Yes— .-It  ftands  forth  to  public  view 
Within,  without,  on  white,  on  blue. 
In  proper,  tall,  gigantic  Letters, 
Not  dalh'd— emvowell'd— like  my  betters. 
And  though  it  flares  me  in  the  face, 
Reflefts  no  fharae,  hints  no  difgrace. 

While 
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While  thefe  unlaboured  trifles  pleafe. 
Familiar  chains  are  worn  with  eafe, 
— Behold  !  to  yours  and  my  furprize, 
Thefe  trifles  to  a  Volume  rife. 
Thus  will  you  fee  me,  as  I  go. 
Still  gath'ring  bulk  like  balls  of  fnow. 
Steal  by  degrees  upon  your  flielf. 
And  grow  a  giant  from  an  elf. 
The  current  ftudies  of  the  day. 
Can  rarely  reach  beyond  a  Play  : 
A  Pamphlet  may  deferve  a  look. 
But  Heav'n  defend  us  from  a  Book  ! 
A  Libel  flies  on  Scandal's  wings. 
But  works  of  length  are  heavy  things, 
.^Notonein  twenty  will  fucceed — . 
Confider,  fir,  how  few  can  read. 
Friend. 
I  mean  a  work  of  merit 

Author. 

True. 
Friend. 
A  man  of  Tafie  must  buy. 

Author. 

Yes ; You 

And  half  a  dozen  more,  my  friend. 
Whom  your  good  Tafte  fliall  recommend. 
Experience  will  by  fafts  prevail. 
When  argument  and  reafon  fail  j 
The  Nuptials  now— 

Friend, 
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Friend. 

Whofe  nuptials,  fir  ?— 
Author. 

A  Poet's did  that  poemy?/>.^ 

No — fixt— tho'  thoufand  readers  pafs. 
It  ftill  looks  through  its  pane  of  glafs. 
And  feems  indignant  to  exclaim 
Pafs  on  ye  Sons  of  Taste,  for  Hiame! 

While  duly  each  revolving  moon. 
Which  often  comes,  God  knows  too  foon. 
Continual  plagues  my  foul  moleft. 
And  Magazines  difturb  my  reft. 
While  fcarce  a  night  I  fteal  to  bed, 
.Without  a  couplet  in  my  head. 
And  in  the  morning,  when  I  ftir. 
Pop  comes  a  De^cil,  "  Copy  fir." 
I  cannot  ftrive  with  daring  flight 
To  reach  the  bold  PamaJJian  Height  ; 
But  at  it's  foot,  content  to  Ilray, 
In  eafy  unambitious  way. 
Pick  up  thofe  flowers  the  mufes  fend. 
To  make  a  nofegay  for  my  friend. 
In  fliort,  I  lay  no  idle  claim 
To  genius  ftrong,  and  noify  fame. 
But  with  a  hope  and  wifh  to  pleafe, 
I  write,  as  I  would  live,  with  eafe. 
Friend. 

But  you  muft  have  a  fund,  a  mine, 
Profe,  poems,  letters. 

Author. 
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Author. 

Not  a  line. 
And  here,  my  friend,  I  reft  fecure ; 
He  can't  lofe  much,  who's  always  poor. 
And  if,  as  now,  through  numbers  five. 
This  work  with  pleafure  kept  alive 
Can  ftill  its  currency  afford. 
Nor  fear  the  breaking  of  its  hoard. 
Can  pay  you,  as  at  fundry  times, 
Fory2'^per  Mag,  two  thoufand  Rhimes, 
From  whence  fliould  apprehenfion  grow, 
That>//^fhould  fail,  with  richer  Co  ? 

No  doer  of  a  monthly  grub, 
Myfelf  alone  a  learned  club, 
I  aflc  my  readers  to  no  treat 
Of  fcientifick  hafad-up  meat. 
Nor  feek  to  pleafe  thea trick  friends. 
With  fcraps  of  plays,  and  odds  and  ends.— « 

Friend. 
Your  method,  fir,  is  plain  enough  ; 
And  all  the  world  has  read  your  Puff*. 
Th'  allufion's  neat,  expreiTion  clean. 
About  your  travelling  Machine, 
But  yet — it  is  a  Magazine. 

Author. 
Why  let  it  be,  and  wherefore  fhame  ? 
As  Juliet  fays,  what's  in  a  name? 


} 


*  See  the  Puff. 


Bcfldes 
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Befides  it  is  the  way  of  trade. 
Through  which  all  fcience  is  convey'd. 
Thus  knowledge  parcels  out  her  fhares ; 
The  Court  has  hers,  the  Lawyers  theirs. 
Something  to  Scholars  fure  is  due, — 
Why  not  one  Magazine  for  You  ? 
Friend. 

That's  an  Herculean  talk,  my  friend. 
You  toil  and  labour — to  offend. 
Part  of  your  fcheme— a  free  tranflation, ' 
To  Scholars  is  a  profanation  ; 
What!  break  up  Latin!  pull  down  Greek! 
(Peace  to  the  foul  of  fir  John  Che  eke  !*) 
And  Ihall  the  gen'rous  liquor  run, 
Broach'd  from  the  rich  Fa  l  e  r  n  i  a  n  tun  ? 
Will  you  pour  out  to  ^nglijh  fwine. 
Neat  as  imported,  old  Greek  wine? 
Alas !  fuch  beverage  only  fits 
Collegiate  taftes,  and  claffic  wits. 
Author. 

I  feek  not,  with  fatjrick  flroke, 
Toftrip  the  pedant  of  his  cloak; 

No let  him  cull  and  fpout  quotations. 

And  call  the  jabber,  demonflrations, 
Ee  his  the  great  concern  to  fhew. 
If  Roman  gowns  were  tied  or  no  +  ; 

*  The  firft  reftorer  of  Greek  learning  in  England. 
+  See  S 1  e  0  M  u  5  and  M  a  N  u  T  j  v  s. 


Whether 
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Whether  the  Grecians  took  a  flice 
Four  times  a-day,  or  only  twoicc. 
Still  let  him  work  about  his  hole. 
Poor,  bufy,  blind,  laborious  mole; 
Still  let  him  puzzle,  read,  explain. 
Oppugn,  remark,  and  read  again. 

Such,  though  they  wafte  the  midnight  oil 
In  dull,  minute,  perplexing  toil. 
Not  underftanding,  do  no  good, 
Nor  can  do  harm,  not  underftood. 

By  fcholars,  apprehend  me  right, 
I  mean  the  learned,  and  polite, 
Whofe  knowledge  unafFefted  fiov/s. 
And  fits  as  eafy  as  their  cloaths ; 
Who  care  not  though  an  ac  ox  fed 
Mifplac'd,  endanger  Priscian's  head; 
Nor  think  his  wit  a  grain  the  worfe, 
WTio  cannot  frame  a  Latin  verfe. 
Or  give  the  Roman  proper  word 
To  things  the  Romans  never  heard, 

'Tis  true,  except  amoftg  the  Great, 
Letters  are  rather  out  of  date, 
And  quacking  genius  more  difcerning. 
Scoffs  at  your  regulars  in  learning. 
— Pedants,  indeed,  are  learning's  curfe. 
But  Ignorance  is  fomething  worfe: 
All  are  not  bleft  with  reputation. 
Built  on  the  want  of  Eo^xcation, 

And 
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And  fome,  to  letters  duly  bred. 
Mayn't  nvrlte  the  worfe,  becaufe  they've  read. 
Though  books  had  better  be  unknown. 
Than  not  one  thought  appear  our  own  ; 
As  fome  can  never  fpeak  themfelves. 
But  through  the  authors  on  their  fhelves, 
Whofe  writing  fmacks  too  much  of  reading. 
As  afFeftation  fpoils  good  breeding. 
Friend. 
True;  but  that  fault  is  feldom  known. 
Save  in  your  bookifh  college  drone. 
Who,  conftant  (as  I've  heard  them  fay) 
Study  their  fourteen  hours  a-day. 
And  fquatting  clofe,  with  dull  attention. 
Read  themfelves  out  of  apprehenfion  ; 
Who  fcarce  can  wafh  their  hands  or  face. 
For  fear  of  lofmg  time,  or  place. 
And  give  one  hour  to  meat  and  drink. 
But  never  half  a  one  to  think. 

Author. 
Lord !  I  have  feen  a  thoufand  fuch. 
Who  read,  or  feem  to  read,  too  much. 
So  have  I  known,  in  that  rare  place. 
Where  ClaJJlcs  always  breed  difgraqe, 
A  wight,  upon  difcoveries  hot. 
As  whether  flames  have  heat  or  not. 
Study  himfelf,  poor  fceptic  dunce. 
Into  the  very  fire  at  once. 


And 
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And  clear  the  philofophic  doubt. 
By  burning  all  ideas  out. 
With  fuch,  eternal  books,  fucceffive 
Lead  to  no  fciences  progreffive, 
"While  each  dull  fit  of  ftudy  paft, 
Juft  like  a  wedge  drives  out  the  laft. 

From  thefe  I  ground  no  expedation 
Of  genuine  wit,  or  free  tranllation; 
But  you  miftake  me,  friend.     Suppofe, 
(Tranflations  are  but  modern  cloathsj 
I  drefs  my  boy — (for  inftance  fake 
Maintain  thefe  children  which  I  make) 
I  give  him  coat  and  breeches— 
Friend. 

True- 
But  not  a  bib  and  apron  too ! 
You  would  not  let  your  child  be  feen. 
But  dreft  confiftent,  neat,  and  clean. 
Author. 

So  would  I  cloath  a  free  tranflatlon. 
Or  as  Pope  calls  it,  imitation  ; 
Not  puli  down  authors  from  my  llielf. 
To  fpoil  their  wit,  and  plague  myfelf. 
My  learning  ftudious  to  difplay. 
And  lofe  their  fpirit  by  the  way. 

F  R  I    END, 

Your  Horace  now — e'en  borrow  thence 
His  eafy  wit,  his  manly  fenfe. 

But 
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But  let  the  Moralift  convey 
Things  in  the  manners  of  to-day. 
Rather  than  that  old  garb  aflume. 
Which  only  fuits  a  man  at  Rome. 
Author. 
Originals  will  always  pleafe. 
And  copies  too,  if  done  with  eafe. 
Would  not  old  Pl  AUTUS  wifli  to  wear, 
Turn'd  Englijh  hoft,  an  Englijh  air. 
If  Thornton,  rich  in  native  wit. 
Would  make  the  modes  and  diftion  fit  ? 
Or,  as  I  know  you  hate  to  roam, 
To  fetch  an  inftance  nearer  home  ; 
Though  in  an  idiom  moft  unlike, 
A  fimilarity  mufl  ftrike. 
Where  both  of  fimple  nature  fond. 
In  art  and  genius  correfpond  ; 
And  Jtalve  both  (allow  the  phrafe 
Which  no  one  Englijh  word  conveys) 
Wrapt  up  their  ftories  neat  and  clean, 
Eafy  as  ■ 

F  R  I    END. 

Denis's  you  mean. 

The  very  man— not  mere  tranflation. 

But  La  Fontaine  by  tranfmigration. 
Author. 
Authors,  as  Dry  den's  maxim  runs 
Have  what  he  calls  poetic  fons. 
Thus  Milton,  more  corredlly  wild. 
Was  richer  Spenfer's  lawful  child ; 

And 
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And  Churchill,  got  on  all  the  nine, 
is  Dryden's  heir  in  ev'ry  line. 
Thus  Denis  proves  his  parents  plain. 
The  child  of  Ease,  and  La  Fontaine, 

Friend. 
His  mufe,  indeed,  the  work  fecures. 
And  aflis  our  praife  as  much  as  yoursj 
For,  if  delighted,  readers  too 
May  pay  their  thanks,  as  well  as  you. 

But  You,  my  friend  (fo  folks  complain) 
For  ever  in  this  eafy  vein. 
This  profe  in  verfe,  this  meafur'd  talk. 
This  pace,  that's  neither  trot  nor  walk. 
Aim  at  no  flights,  nor  ftrive  to  give 
A  real  poem  fit  to  live. 

Author, 

(To  critics  no  oiFence,  I  hope) 
Prior  fhall  Uveas  long  as  Pope, 
Each  in  his  manner  fure  to  pleafe. 
While  both  have  ftrength,  and  both  have  eafe  j 
Yet  though  their  various  beauties  ftrike. 
Their  eafe,  their  ftrength  is  not  alike. 
Both  with  confummate  horfeman's  fkill. 
Ride  as  they  lift,  about  the  hill; 
But  take,  peculiar  in  their  mode. 
Their  favourite  horfe,  and  favourite  road. 

For  me,  once  fond  of  author-fame. 
Now  forc'd  to  bear  its  weight  and  (harae. 
Vol,  LXVIII.  N  I  have 
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I  have  no  time  to  run  a  race, 
A  traveller's  my  only  pace. 
They,  whom  their  fteeds  unjaded  bear 
Around  Hjdepnrk,  to  take  the  air. 
May  frifk  and  prance,  and  ride  their  fill. 
And  go  all  paces  which  they  will ; 
We,  hackney  tits — nay,  never  fmile. 
Who  trot  our  ftage  of  thirty  mile, 
Muft  travel  in  a  conftant  plan. 
And  run  our  journey,  as  we  can. 
Friend. 

A  critic  fays,  upon  whofe  fleeve 
Some  pin  more  faith  than  you'll  believe. 
That  writings  which  as  eafy  pleafe. 
Are  not  the  writings  wrote  with  eafe. 
From  whence  the  inference  is  plain. 
Your  friend  Mat  Prior  wrote  with  pain, 
Author. 

With  pain  perhaps  he  might  corredl. 
With  care  fupply  each  loofe  defeft. 
Yet  fare,  if  rhime,  which  feems  to  flow 
Whether  its  matter  will  or  no. 
If  humour,  not  by  ftudy  fought, 
'But  rifing  from  immediate  thought. 
Are  proofs  of  eafe,  what  hardy  name 
Shall  e'er  difpute  a  Prior's  claim  I 

But  ftill  your  critic's  obfervation 
Strikes  at  no  Poet's  reputation. 


His 
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His  keen  refleftion  only  hits 

Your  rhiming  fops  and  pedling  wits. 
As  fome  take  ftiiFnefs  for  a  grace. 
And  walk  a  dancing-mafter's  pace. 
And  others,  for  familiar  air 
Miftake  the  flouching  of  a  bear  ; 
So  fome  will  finically  trim. 
And  drefs  their  lady-mufe  too  prim. 
Others,  mere  Hovens  in  their  pen 
(The  mob  of  Lords  and  Gentlemen) 
Fancy  they  write  with  eafe  and  pleafure. 
By  rambling  out  of  rhime  and  meafure. 
And,  on  your  critic's  judgment,  thefe 
Write  eajilyy  and  not  with  Ease, 

There  are,  indeed,  whofe  wifli  purfues. 
And  inclination  courts  the  mufe; 
Who,  happy  in  a  partial  fame, 
A  while  poffefs  a  poet's  name. 
But  read  their  works,  examine  fair, 
— Shew  me  invention,  fancy  there, 
Tafte  I  allow  ;  but  is  the  flow 
Of  genius  in  them  ?  Surely,  no. 
*Tis  labour  from  the  claffic  brain. 
Read  your  own  Addison's  Campaign", 

E'en  he,  nay,  think  me  not  fevere, 
A  critic  fine,  of  Latin  ear. 
Who  tofs'd  his  claffic  thoughts  around 
With  elegance  on  Roman  ground, 

N  a  '  Juft 
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Jiift  fimmering  with  the  mufe's  flame 
Woos  but  a  cool  and  fober  dame  ; 
And  all  his  Englijh  rhimes  exprefs 
But  beggar-thoughts  in  royal  drefs. 
In  verfe  his  genius  feldom  gloujs, 
A  Po  F.  T  only  in  his  pro/e. 
Which  rolls  luxuriant,  rich,  and  chafte, 
Improv'd  by  Fancy,  Wit,  and  Tafte. 

Friend. 
I  talk  you  for  yourfelf,  my  friend^, 
A  fubjeft  you  can  ne'er  defend. 
And  you  cajole  me  all  the  while 
With  diflertations  upon  ftile. 
Leave  others  wits  and  works  alone. 
And  think  a  little  of  your  own. 
For  Fame,  when  all  is  faid  and  done. 
Though  a  coy  miftrefs,  may  be  won ; 
And  half  the  thought,  and  pains,  and  time. 
You  take  to  jingle  ea/y  rhime. 
Would  make  an  Ode,  would  make  a  Play, 
Dw;^  into  Englifh,  Malloch's  way, 
—Stretch  out  your  more  Heroic  feet. 
And  write  an  Elegy  complete. 
Or,  not  a  more  laborious  tafk. 
Could  you  not  pen  a  Claffic  Masc^ue  ? 

Author. 
With  win  at  large,  and  unclogg'd  wings, 
I  durft  not  foar  to  fuch  high  things. 

For 
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For  I,  who  have  more  phlegm  than  fire, 
Muft  underftand,  or  not  admire. 
But  when  I  read  with  admiration. 
Perhaps  I'll  write  in  Im  i  t  a  t  lo  n. 
Friend. 
But  bufinefs  of  this  monthly  kind. 
Need  that  alone  engrofs  your  mind. 
Affiftance  rauft  pour  in  a-pace. 
New  pafTengers  will  take  a  place. 
And  then  your  friends 

Author. 

Aye,  they  indeed. 
Might  make  a  better  work  fucceed. 
And  with  the  helps  which  they  (hall  give, 
i  and  the  Magazine  fhall  live. 

Friend, 
Yes,  live,  and  eat,  and  nothing  more. 

Author. 
I'll  live  as— —Authors  did  before. 


N  3  T  H  F, 
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THE        POET. 
AN     Epistle     to     c.     Churchill. 

TTTT*  E  L  L fliall  I  wifh  you  joy  of  fame, 

^  *      That  loudly  echoes  Church  ill's  name. 
And  fets  you  on  the  Mufes'  throne. 
Which  right  of  conqueft  made  your  own  ? 
Or  Ihall  I  (knowing  how  unfit 
The  world  efteems  a  man  of  wit. 
That  wherefoever  he  appears. 
They  wonder  if  the  knave  has  ears) 
Addrefs  with  joy  and  lamentation. 
Condolence  and  Congratulation, 
As  colleges,  who  duly  bring 
Their  mefs  of  verfe  to  every  king. 
Too  cEconomical  in  tafte. 
Their  forroyv  or  their  joy  to  wafte  : 
Mix  both  together,  fvveet  and  fow'r ; 
And  bind  the  thorn  up  with  the  flow'r  ? 

Sometimes  'tis  Elegy,  or  Ode. 
'Epiftle  now's  your  only  mode. 
Whether  that  ftyle  more  glibly  hits. 
The  fancies  of  our  rambling  wits. 
Who  wince  and  kick  at  all  oppreffion. 
But  love  to  ilraggle  in  digreffion ; 
Or,  that  by  writing  to  the  Great 
In  letters,  honours,  or  eftate. 


We, 
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We  flip  more  eafy  into  fame. 

By  clinging  to  another's  name. 

And  with  their  (Irength  our  weaknefs  yoke. 

As  ivy  climbs  about  an  oak ; 

As  TuFT-HuNTERS  will  buzz  and  purr 

About  a  Fellow-Commoner, 

Or  Crows  will  wing  a  higher  flight. 

When  failing  round  the  floating  kite. 

Whate'er  the  motive,  'tis  the  mode. 
And  I  will  travel  in  the  road. 
The  fafliionable  track  purfue. 
And  write  my  Ample  thoughts  to  You, 
Juft  as  they  rife  from  head  or  heart. 
Not  marfliall'd  by  the  herald  Art. 

By  vanity  or  pleafure  led. 
From  third  of  fame,  or  want  of  bread. 
Shall  any  fl:art  up  fons  of  rhime 
Pathetic,  Easy,  or  Sublime? 
— You'd  think,  to  hear  what  Critics  fay. 
Their  labour  was  no  more  than  play : 
And  that,  but  fuch  a  paltry  ftation 
Reflefts  difgrace  on  education, 
(As  if  we  could  at  once  forfake 
What  education  helps  to  make) 
Each  reader  has  fuperior  (kill. 
And  can  write  better  when  he  will. 

N  4  In 
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In  ftiort,  howe'er  you  toil  and  drudge. 
The  world,  the  mighty  world,  is  judge. 
And  nice  and  fanciful  opinion 
Sways  all  the  world  with  ftrange  dominion  ; 
Opinion !  which  on  crutches  walks. 
And  founds  the  words  another  talks. 

Bring  me  eleven  Critics  growon. 
Ten  have  no  judgment  of  their  own  : 
But,  like  the  Cyclops  watch  the  nod 
Of  fome  informing  mafler  god; 
Or  as,  when  near  his  latefl:  breath. 
The  patient  fain  would  juggle  death. 
When  Doctors  fit  in  Consultation 
(Which  means  no  more  than  converfation, 
A  kind  of  comfortable  chat 
'  Mongft  fecial  friends,  on  This  and  Thatj 
As  whether  ftocks  get  up  or  down. 
And  tittle-tattle  of  the  town ; 
Books,  piftures,  politics,  and  news. 
Who  lies  with  whom,  and  who  got  whofe) 
Opinions  never  difagree. 
One  doftor  writes,  all  take  the  fee. 

But  eminence  offends  at  once 
The  owlifh  eye  of  critic  dunce. 
Dullness  alarm'd,  collefls  her  Force, 
And  FoLLy  fcreams  till  fiie  is  hoarfe. 
Then  far  abroad  the  Libel  flies 
From  all  th'  artillery  of  lies. 


Malice, 
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Malice,  delighted,  flaps  her  wing. 
And  Epigram  prepares  her  fting. 
Around  the  frequent  pellets  whiftle 
From  Satire,  Ode,  and  pert  Epistle  ; 
Whileevery  blockhead  ftrives  to  throw 
His  (hare  of  vengeance  on  his  foe  : 
As  if  it  were  a  Shrove-tide  game. 
And  cocks  and  poets  were  the  fame. 

Thus  (hould  a  wooden  collar  deck 
Some  woe-full  'fquire's  embarrafs'd  neck. 
When  high  above  the  croud  he  ftands 
With  equi-diftant  fprawHng  hands,  ^ 
And  without  hat,  politely  bare. 
Pops  out  his  head  to  take  the  air ; 
The  mob  his  kind  acceptance  begs 
Of  dirt,  and  ftoncs,  and  addle-eggs.  . 

O  Genius!  though  thy  noble  Ikill 
Can  guide  thy  Pegafus  at  will  ; 
Fleet  let  him  bear  thee  as  the  wind — 
Dullness  mounts  up  and  clings  behind. 
In  vain  you  fpur,  and  whip,  and  fmack. 
You  cannot  Ihake  her  from  your  back. 

Ill-nature  fprlngs  as  merit  grows, 
Clofe  as  the  thorn  is  to  the  rofe. 
Could  Herculaneum's  friendly  earth 
Give  MiTjvius'  works  a  fecond  birth. 
Malevolence,  with  lifted  eyes. 
Would  fandify  the  noble  prize, 

3  While 
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While  modern  critics  fhould  behold 
Their  near  relation  to  the  old. 
And  vvondring  gape  at  one  another. 
To  fee  the  likenefs  of  a  brother. 

But  with  us  rhimi?tg  moderns  here. 
Critics  are  not  the  only  fear  ; 
The  poet's  bark  meets  fharper  fliocks 
From  other  fands,  and  other  rocks. 

Not  fuch  alone  who  underftand, 
Whofe  book  and  memory  are  at  hand. 
Who  fcientific  (kill  profefs. 
And  are  great  adepts — more  or  lefs  ; 
(Whether  diftinguifh'd  by  degree, 
They  write  A.  M.  or  fign  M.  D. 
Or  make  advances  fornewhat  higher 
And  take  a  new  degree  of  'Sqjj  i  r  e.) 
Who  read  your  authors,  Greek  and  Latin, 
And  bring  you  ftrange  quotations  pat  in. 
As  if  each  fentence  grew  more  terfe 
From  odds  and  ends,  and  fcraps  of  verfe  j 
Who  with  true  poetry  difpenfe. 
So  focial  found  fuits  Jimple  fenje. 
And  load  one  Letter  with  the  labours. 
Which  (hould  be  fliar'd  among  its  neighbours. 
Who  know  that  thought  produces  pain. 
And  deep  refleftion  mads  the  brain. 
And  therefore,  wife  and  prudent  grown. 
Have  no  ideas  of  their  own. 


But 
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But  If  the  man  of  Nature  fpeak. 
Advance  their  Bayonets  of  Greek, 
And  keep  plain  fenfe  at  fuch  a  diftance. 
She  cannot  give  a  friend  affiftance. 
Not  thefe  alone  in  judgment  rife. 
And  (hoot  at  genius  as  it  flies, 
Butthofewho  cannot /pell,  will  Talk, 
As  women  fcold,  who  cannot  walk. 

Your  man  of  habit,  who's  wound  up 
To  eat  and  drink,  and  dine  and  fup. 
But  has  not  either  will  or  pow'r 
To  break  out  of  his  formal  hour; 
Who  lives  by  rule,  and  ne'er  outgoes  it ; 
Moves  like  a  clock,  and  hardly  knows  it; 
Who  is  a  kind  of  breathing  being. 
Which  has  but  half  the  pow'r  of  feeing ; 
Who  ftands  for  ever  on  the  brink. 
Yet  dare  not  plunge  enough  to.  think. 
Nor  has  one  reafon  to  fupply 
Wherefore  he  does  a  thing,  or  why. 
But  what  he  does  proceeds  fo  right. 
You'd  think  him  always  guided  by't ; 
Joins  poetry  and  vice  together 
Like  fun  and  rain  in  April  vjeather. 
Holds  rake  and  wit  as  things  the  fame. 
And  all  the  difference  but  a  Name. 

A  Rake!  Alas!  how  many  wear 
The  brow  of  mirth,  with  heart  of  care ! 

The 
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The  defperate  wretch  refleclion  flies. 

And  fhuns  the  way  where  madnefs  lies. 

Dreads  each  increafing  pang  of  grief. 

And  runs  to  Folly  for  relief. 

There,  'midft  the  momentary  joys 

Of  giddy  mirth  and  frantic  noife, 

FoRGETFULNESs,  her  cldcft  bom. 

Smooths  the  World's  hate,  and  blockhead's  fcom. 

Then  Pleasure  wins  upon  the  mind, 

YcCares,  go  whiftle  to  the  wind ; 

Then  welcome  frolic,  welcome  whim! 

The  world  is  all  alike  to  him, 

Diftrefs  is  all  in  apprehenfion ; 
It  ceafes  when  'tis  paft  prevention  : 
And  happinefs  then  prefles  near. 
When  not  a  hope's  left,  nor  a  fear. 
. — But  you've  enough,  nor  want  my  preaching. 
And  I  was  never  form'd  for  teaching. 

Male  prudes  we  know,  (thofe  driv'Iing  things) 
Will  have  their  gibes,  and  taunts,  and  flings. 
How  will  the  fober  Cit  abufe. 
The  fallies  of  the  Culprit  mufe ; 
To  her  and  Poet  (hut  the  door — 
And  whip  the  beggar,  with  his  whore ! 

Poet! — a  Fool!  a  Wretch!  a  Knave! 
A  mere  mechanic  dirty  flave! 
What  is  his  verfe,  but  cooping  fenfe 
Within  an  arbitrary  fence  ? 

At 
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At  beft,  but  ringing  that  in  rhime. 

Which  profe  would  fay  in  half  the  time  ? 

Meafure  and  numbers !  what  are  thofe 

But  artificial  chains  for  profe  ? 

Which  mechanifm  quaintly  joins 

In  parallels  of  fee-faw  lines. 

And  when  the  frilky  wanton  writes 

In  Pindar's  (what  d'ye  call  'em) — flights 

Th'  uneven  meafure,  fhort  and  tall. 

Now  rhiming  t'vjice,  now  not  at  all. 

In  cur-vcs  and  angles  twirls  about. 

Like  Chineje  railings  in  and  out. 

Thus  when  you've  labour'd  hours  on  hoursj 
Cull'd  all  lYit/weets,  cull'd  all  t\it  flavi}' rs , 
The  churl,  whofe  dull  imagination 
Is  dead  to  every  fine  fenfation. 
Too  grofs  to  relifh  nature's  bloom. 
Or  tafte  \\txjitnple  rich  perfume. 
Shall  caft  them  by  as  ufelefs  ftufF, 
And  fly  with  keennefs  to  his — fnufF. 

Look  round  the  world,  not  one  in  ten. 
Thinks  Poets  good,  or  honeft  men, 

*Tis  true  their  conduft,  not  o'er  nice. 
Sits  often  loofe  to  eafy  vice. 
Perhaps  their  Temperance  will  not  pafs  ^ 

The  due  rotation  of  the  glafs  j 

And 
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And  gravity  denies  'em  pow'r 

T'  unpeg  their  hats  at  fuch  an  hour. 

Some  vices  muft  to  all  appear 
As  conftitutional  as  Fear; 
And  every  Moralift  will  find 
A  ruling  paffion  in  the  mind : 
Which,  though  pent  up  and  barricado'd 
Like  winds,  where  ^Eolus  bravado'd  ; 
Like  them,  will  fally  from  their  den. 
And  raife  a  tempeft  now  and  then  ; 
Unhinge  dame  Prudence  from  her  plan. 
And  ruffle  all  the  world  of  man. 

Can  authors  then  exemption  draw 
From  nature's,  or  the  common  law? 
They  err  alike  with  all  mankind. 
Yet  not  the  fame  indulgence  find. 
Their  lives  are  more  confpicuous  grown. 
More  talk'd  of,  pointed  at,  and  fhewn. 
Till  every  error  feems  to  rife 
To  Sins  of  mo&. gigafiik  fize. 

Thus  fares  it  ftill,  however  hard. 
With  every  wit,  and  ev'ry  bard. 
His  publkk  writings,  private  life. 
Nay  more,  his  miftrefs,  or  his  wife. 
And  ev'ry  focial,  dear  connexion, 
Muft  bear  a  critical  diffedion; 


While 
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VJViXt  friends  connive,  and  rivals  hate. 
Scoundrels  traduce,  and  blockheads  bait. 
Perhaps  you'll  readily  admit 
There's  danger  from  the  trading  wit. 
And  dunce  and  fool,  and  fuch  as  thofe, 
Muft  be  of  courfe  the  poet's  foes : 
But  fure  no  fober  man  alive. 
Can  think  ih-at  friends  would  e'er  conni've. 

From  juft  remarks  on  earlieft  time. 
In  the  firft  infancy  of  rhime. 
It  may  be  fairly  underftood 
There  were  two  fefts— the  Bad,  the  Good, 
Both  fell  together  by  the  ears. 
And  both  beat  up  for  volunteers. 
By  intereft,  or  by  birth  allied. 
Numbers  flockM  in  on  either  fide. 
Wit  to  his  weapons  ran  at  once. 
While  all  the  cry  was  "  down  with  Dunce!" 
Onward  he  led  his  focial  bands. 
The  common  caufe  had  join'd  their  hands. 
Yet  even  while  their  zeal  they  fhow. 
And  war  againft  the  gen'ral  foe, 
Howe'er  their  rage  flam'd  fierce  and  cruel. 
They'd  flop  it  all  to  fight  a  duel. 
And  each  cool  wit  would  meet  his  brother. 
To  pink  and  tilt  at  one  another. 

Jealous  of  every  puff  of  fame. 
The  idle  whift'ling  of  a  name. 

The 
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The  property  of  half  a  line. 
Whether  a  comma's  your's  or  mine. 
Shall  make  a  Bard  a  Bard  engage. 
And  fhake  the  friendfhip  of  an  age. 
But  diffident  and  modeft  wit 
Is  always  ready  to  fubmit ; 
Fearful  of  prefs  and  publication, 
Confults  a  brother's  obfervation, 
Tallcs  of  the  maggot  of  his  brains. 
As  hardly  worth  the  critic  pains  ; 
*'  If  ought  difgufts  the  fenfe  or  ear, 
**  You  cannot,  fir,  be  too/evere, 
"  Expunge,  correft,  do  what  you  will, 
*'  I  leave  it  to  fuperior  fkill ; 
**  Exert  the  office  of  a  friend, 
**  You  may  oblige,  but  can't  offend.'* 

This  Bard  too  has  his  private  clan. 
Where  He's  the  great,  the  only  man. 
Here,  while  the  bottle  and  the  bowl 
Promote  the  joyous  flow  of  foul, 
(And  fenfe  of  mind,  no  doubt,  grows  flrongef 
When  failing  legs  can  fland  no  longer) 
Emphatic  judgment  takes  the  chair. 
And  damns  about  her  with  an  air. 
Then  each,  felf-pufF'd,  and  hero  grown. 
Able  to  cope  with  hofls  alone, 
Drawcanfir  like,  his  murders  blends, 
Firft  flays  his  foes,  and  then  his /riefids. 


While 
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While  your  good  word,  or  converfation. 
Can  lend  a  brother  reputation  ; 
While  verfe  or  preface  quaintly  penn'd. 
Can  raife  the  confequence  of  friend. 
How  vifible  the  kind  affection  ! 
How  clofe  the  partial  fond  connection ! 
Then  He  is  quick,  and  I'm  difcerning. 
And  /  have  wit,  and  He  has  learning, 
jlfy  judgment's  ftrong,  and  His  is  chafte; 
And  Both — ay  Both,  are  men  of  tafte. 

Should  you  nor  Ileal  nor  borrow  aid. 
And  fet  up  for  yourfdf  in  trade, 
Refolv'd  imprudently  to  fhow 
That  'tis  not  always  Wit  and  Co, 
Feelings,  before  unknown,  arife. 
And  Genius  looks  with  jealous  eyes. 
Though  thoufands  may  arrive  at  fame. 
Yet  never  take  one  path  the  fame. 
An  Author's  vanity  or  pride 
Can't  bear  a  neighbour  by  his  fide. 
Although  he  but  delighted  goes 
Along  the  track  which  nature  ftiows. 
Nor  ever  madly  runs  aftray. 
To  crofs  his  brother  in  his  way. 
And  fome  there  are,  whofe  narrow  minds, 
Center'd  in  felf,  felf  always  blinds. 
Who,  at  a  friend's  re-echoed  praife. 
Which  their  own  voice  confpir'd  to  raife. 

Vol.  LXVIII,  O  ShaU 
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Shall  be  more  deep  and  inly  hurt. 
Than  from  a  foe's  infulting  dirt. 

And  fome,  too  timid  to  reveal 
That  glow  of  heart,  and  forward  zeal. 
Which  words  are  fcanty  to  exprefs. 
But  friends  muft  feel  from  friends'  fuccefs. 
When  full  of  hopes  and  fears,  the  Mufe, 
Which  every  breath  of  praife  purfues, 
Wou'd  open  to  their  free  embrace. 
Meet  her  with  fuch  a  blafting  face. 
That  all  the  brave  imagination. 
Which  feeks  the  fun  of  approbation. 
No  more  its  early  bloflbms  tries. 
But  curls  its  tender  leaves,  and  dies. 

Is  there  a  man,  whofe  genius  ftrong. 
Rolls  like  a  rapid  ftream  along, 
Whofe  Mufe,  long  hid  in  chearlefs  night, 
Pours  on  us  like  a  flood  of  light, 
Whofe  ading  comprehenlive  mind 
Walks  Fancy's  regions,  unconfin'd  ; 
Whom,  nor  the  furly  fenfe  of  pride. 
Nor  aifedation,  warps  afide ; 
Who  drags  no  author  from  his  fiielf. 
To  talk  on  with  an  eye  to  felf ; 
Carelefs  alike,  in  converfation. 
Of  cenfure,  or  of  approbation ; 
Who  freely  thinks,  and  freely  fpeaks. 
And  meets  the  Wit  he  never  feeks; 
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■^Hiofe  reafon  calm,  and  judgment  cool, 
Can  pity,  but  not  hate  a  fool; 
Who  can  a  hearty  praife  bellow. 
If  merit  fparkles  in  a  foe  ; 
Who  bold  and  open,  firm  and  true. 
Flatters  no  friends — yet  loves  them  too : 
Churchill  will  be  the  laft  to  know 
His  is  the  portrait,  I  would  Ihow, 


O  z  THE 
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A  DIALOGUE, 

T  N  RttJJel-Jireef,  enfued  of  late, 

•*■  Between  two  ports  a  ftrange  debate. 

^— Two  ports — aye  ports — for  ports  can  fpeak. 

In  Latifif  Hehrcwy  French  or  Greeks 

One  Rubric  thus  addrefs'd  the  other : 
•«  — A  noble  fituation,  brother, 
«•  With  authors  lac'd  from  top  to  toe, 
**  Methinks  we  cut  a  taring  fhow, 
«*  The  Dialogues  of  famous  dead  *, 
**  You  know  how  much  they're  bought  and  read. 
•*  Suppofe  again  we  raife  their  ghorts, 
•*  And  make  them  chat  through  us  two  ports  j 
**  A  thing's  half  finifh'd  well  begun, 
•*  So  take  the  authors  as  they  run. 
*'  The  lift  of  names  is  mighty  fine, 
*•  You  look  down  this,  and  I  that  line. 
**  Here's  Pope  and  Swift,  and  Steele  and  Gay, 
**  And  Conor  EVE,  in  the  modern  way. 
**  Whilft  you  have  thofe,  I  cannot  fpeak, 
•*  But  found  moft  wonderful  in  Greek. 
*'  — A  Dialogue —  I  ftiould  adore  it, 
**  With  fuch  a  ftiow  of  names  before  it." 
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**  Modem,  your  judgment  wanders  wide," 
The  antient  Rubric  ftrait  reply'd. 
*•  It  grieves  me  much,  indeed,  to  find 
"  We  never  can  be  of  a  mind, 
*'  Before  one  door,  and  in  one  ftreet, 
**  Neither  ourfelves  nor  thoughts  can  meet, 
*•  And  we,  as  brother  oft  with  brother, 
**  Are  at  a  diftance  from  each  other, 
**  Suppofe  among  the  lettered  i^zzAy 
*'  Some  author  fhould  ereft  his  head, 
**  And  ftarting  from  his  Rubric,  pop 
**  Direftly  into  Dwvies'  fhop, 
**  Turn  o'er  the  leaves,  and  look  about 
**  To  find  his  own  opinions  out ; 
"  D'ye  think  one  author  out  of  ten 
**  Would  know  his  fentiments  agen  ? 
**  Thinking,  your  authors  differ  lefs  in, 
**  Than  in  their  manner  of  expreffing. 
"  'Tis  ftile  which  makes  the  writer  known, 
**  The  mark  he  fets  upon  his  own. 
••  Let  CoNGREVE  fpeak  as  Congreve  writ, 
•*  And  keep  the  ball  up  of  his  wit  j 
"  Let  Swift  be  Swift,  nor  e'er  demean 
*•  The  fenfe  and  humour  of  the  Dean, 
**  E'en  let  the  antients  reft  in  peace, 
*'  Nor  bring  good  folks  from  Rome  or  Greece 
"  To  give  a  caufe  for  paft  tranfaftions, 
♦*  They  never  dreamt  of  in  their  a(^ions, 
**  I  can't  help  quibbling,  brother  poft, 
"  'Twere  better  we  fliould  /aj  the  ghoft, 

O  3  "  But 
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"  But  'twere  a  talk  of  real  merit 

*'  Could  we  contrive  to  raife  their  Spirits 

*«  Peace,  brother,  peace,  though  what  you  Ciy, 
«♦  I  own  has  reafon  in  its  way, 
<•  On  Dialogues  to  bear  fo  hard, 
**  Is  playing  with  a  dangerous  card ; 
**  Writers  of  rank  are  facred  things, 
«*  And  crufti  like  arbitrary  kings. 
*•  Perhaps  your  fentiment  is  right, 
"  Heav'n  grant  we  may  not  fulFer  by't. 
•'  For  fhould  friend  Da  vies  overhear, 
«•  He"ll  publilh  ours  another  year," 
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THOUGH  winter  its  defolate  train 
Of  froft  and  of  temped  may  bring. 
Yet  Flora  fteps  forward  again. 
And  nature  rejoices  in  fpring. 

Though  the  fun  in  his  glories  decreaft. 
Of  his  beams  in  the  evening  is  Ihorn, 

Yet  he  rifes  with  joy  from  the  eaft. 
And  repairs  them  again  in  the  morn. 

But  what  can  youth's  funfhine  recall. 
Or  the  bloffoms  of  beauty  reftore? 

When  its  leaves  are  beginning  to  fall. 
It  dies,  and  is  heard  of  no  more. 

The  fpring-time  of  love  then  employ, 
'Tis  a  leflbn  that's  eafy  to  learn. 

For  Cupid's  a  vagrant,  a  boy. 
And  his  feafons  will  never  return. 
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O  H  A  L  L    I,  from  worldly  friends  eftrang'd, 

Embitter'd  much,  but  nothing  chang'd 
In  that  AfFedion  firm  and  true. 
Which  Gratitude  excites  to  You  ; 
Shall  I  indulge  the  Mufe,  or  ftifle 
This  meditation  of  a  trifle  ? 

But  you,  perhaps,  will  kindly  take 
The  trifle  for  the  Giver's  fake. 
Who  only  pays  his  grateful  Mite, 
The  juft  acknowledgment  of  Right, 
As  to  the  Landlord  duly  fent 
A  pepper-corn  fliall  pafs  for  rent. 

Yet  Trifles  often  (hew  the  Man, 
More  than  his  fettled  Life  and  Plan : 
Thefe  are  the  ftarts  of  inclination ; 
Thofe  the  mere  glofs  of  Education, 
Which  has  a  wond'rous  knack  at  turning 
A  Blockhead  to  a  man  of  Learning  ; 
And,  by  the  help  of  form  and  place. 
The  child  of  Sin  to  babe  of  Grace. 
Not  that  it  alters  Nature  quite. 
And  fets  perverted  Reafon  right. 
But,  like  Hypocrify,  conceals 
The  very  paifions  which  fhe  feels ; 


And 
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And  claps  a  Vizor  on  the  face. 
To  hide  us  from  the  World's  difgrace. 
Which,  as  the  firft  Appearance  ftrikes. 
Approves  of  all  things,  or  diflikes. 
Like  the  fond  fool  with  eager  glee. 
Who  fold  his  all,  and  put  to  fea, 
Lur'd  by  the  calm  which  feemed  to  fleep 
On  the  fmooth  furface  of  the  Deep ; 
Nor  dreamt  its  waves  could  proudly  rife. 
And  tofs  up  mountains  at  the  (kies. 

Appearance  is  the  only  thing, 
A  King's  a  Wretch,  a  Wretch  a  King. 
Undrefs  them  both — You  King,  fuppofe 
For  once  you  wear  the  beggar's  cloaths  j 
Cloaths  that  will  take  in  every  air ; 
— Blefs  me !  they  fit  you  to  a  hair. 
Now  you.  Sir  Vagrant,  quickly  doa 
The  robes  his  Majefty  had  on. 
And  now,  O  World,  fo  wond'rous  wife. 
Who  fee  with  fuch  difcerning  eyes. 
Put  obfervation  to  the  Stretch, 
Come — which  is  King,  and  which  is  Wretch  ? 

To  cheat  thh  World,  the  hardeft:  talk 
Is  to  be  conftant  to  our  Mafk. 
Externals  make  direft  impreffions 
And  malks  are  worn  by  all  Profeffions. 

What  need  to  dwell  on  topics  ftale  ? 
Of  Parfons  drunk  with  wine  or  ale  ? 

Of 
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Of  Lawyers,  who  with  face  of  brafs. 

For  learned  Rhetoricians  pafs  ? 

Of  Scientific  Dodlors  big. 

Hid  in  the  pent-houfe  of  their  wig  ? 

Whofe  converfation  hardly  goes 

Beyond  half  words,  and  hums!  and  Oh's! 

Of  Scholars,  of  fuperior  TaJIe, 

Who  cork  it  up  for  fear  of  wafte. 

Nor  bring  one  bottle  from  their  fhelves. 

But  keep  it  always  for  themfelves  ? 

Wretches  like  thefe,  my  Soul  difdains. 
And  doubts  their  hearts  as  well  as  brains, 
Suppofe  a  Neighbour  (hould  defire 
To  light  a  candle  at  your  fire. 
Would  it  deprive  your  flame  of  Light, 
Becaufe  another  profits  by't  ? 

But  Youth  muft  often  pay  its  court. 
To  thefe  great  Scholars,  Sj  report y 
Who  live  on  hoarded  reputation. 
Which  dares  norifque  of  Converfation, 
And  boaft  within  a  ftore  of  Knowledge, 
Sufficient,  blefs  us  !  for  a  College, 
But  take  a  prudent  care,  no  doubt. 
That  not  a  grain  (hall  ftraggle  out ; 
And  are  of  Wit  too  nice  and  fine. 
To  throw  their  Pearl  and  gold  to  Sn/jinei 
And  therefore,  to  prevent  deceit. 
Think  every  Man  a  Hog  they  meet. 


Thefe 
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Thefe  may  perhaps  as  Scholars  flilne. 
Who  hang  themfelnjes  out  for  a  Sign, 
What  fignifies  a  Lion's  flcin. 
If  it  conceals  an  Afs  within  ? 
If  thou'rt  3  Lion,  prithee  roar ; 
If  Afs — bray  once,  and  ftalk  no  more; 
In  Words  as  well  as  Looks  be  wife. 
Silence  is  Folly  in  Difguife ; 
With  fo  much  wifdoni  bottled  up. 
Uncork,  and  give  your  friends  a  fup. 

What  need  your  nothings  thus  to  fave  ? 
Why  place  the  Dial  in  the  Grave? 
A  fig  for  Wit  and  Reputation, 
Which  fneaks  from  all  Communication, 
So  in  a  poft-bag,  cheek  by  jole. 
Letters  will  go  from  pole  to  pole. 
Which  may  contain  a  wond'rous  deal ; 
But  then  they  travel  under  feal. 
And  though  they  bear  your  Wit  about. 
Yet  who  Ihall  ever  find  it  out. 
Till  trufty  W^ax  foregoes  its  ufe. 
And  fets  imprifon'd  meaning  loofe  ? 

Yet  idle  Folly  often  deems 
What  Man  muft  be  from  what  he  feems  j 
As  if,  to  look  a  dwelling  o'er. 
You'd  go  no  farther  than  the  Door, 

Mark  yon  round  Parfon,  fat  and  fleek. 
Who  preaches  only  once  a  Week, 

Whom 
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Whom  Claret,  Sloth,  and  Ven'fon  join 
To  make  an  orthodox  Divine ; 
Whofe  Holinefs  receives  its  beauty 
From  Income  large,  and  little  Duty ; 
Who  loves  the  Pipe,  the  Glafs,  the  Smock, 
And  keeps — a  Curate  for  his  Flock, 
The  world,  obfequious  to  his  nod. 
Shall  hail  this  oily  man  of  God, 
While  the  poor  prieft,  with  half  a  fcorc 
Of  prattling  infants  at  his  Door, 
Whofe  fober  Wifties  ne'er  regale 
Beyond  the  homely  jug  of  Ale, 
Is  hardly  deem'd  companion  fit 
For  Man  of  Wealth,  or  Man  of  Wit, 
Though  learn 'd  perhaps  and  wife  as  He 
Who  figns  with  flaring  S.  T.  P. 
And  full  of  facerdotal  Pride, 
Lays  God  and  Duty  both  afide. 

"  This  Curate,  fay  you,  learn 'd  and  wife! 
**  Why  does  not  then  this  Curate  rife?'* 

This  Curate  then,  ^t  forty-three ^ 
[  Years  which  become  a  Curacy) 
At  no  great  mart  of  Letters  bred. 
Had  ftrange  odd  notions  in  his  head. 
That  Parts,  and  Books,  and  Application, 
Furnifb'd  all  means  of  Education  ; 
And  that  a  pulpiteer  (hould  know 
More  than  his  gaping  flock  below ; 

That 
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That  Learning  was  not  got  with  pain. 

To  be  forgotten  all  again ; 

That  Latin  words,  and  rumbling  Greek, 

However  charming  founds  to  fpeak. 

Apt  or  unapt  in  each  Quotation, 

Were  infults  on  a  Congregation, 

Who  could  not  underftand  one  word 

Of  all  the  learned  fluff  they  heard  ; 

That  fomething  more  than  preaching  fine. 

Should  go  to  make  a  found  divine ; 

That  Church  and  Pray'r,  and  holy  Sunday ^ 

Were  no  excufe  for  finful  Monday ; 

That  pious  do6lrine,  pious  Life, 

Should  both  make  one,  as  Man  and  Wife. 

Thinking  in  this  uncommon  Mode, 
So  out  of  all  the  prieftly  road. 
What  Man  alive  can  e'er  fuppofe. 
Who  marks  the  way  Preferment  goes. 
That  (he  (hould  ever  find  her  way 
To  this /oor  Curate  s  houfe  of  clay  ? 

Such  was  the  Prieft,  fo  firangely  wife ! 
He  could  not  bow — How  fhould  He  rife  ? 
Learned  He  was,  and  deeply  read ; 
—But  what  of  that  ? — not  duly  bred. 
For  he  had  fuck'd  no  grammar  rules 
From  Royal  founts,  or  Public  fchools. 
Nor  gain'd  a  fingle  Corn  of  Knowledge 
.  From  that  vail  Granary — a  College, 


A  Granary, 
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A  Granary,  which  food  fupplies 
To  vermin  of  uncommon  Size. 

Aye,  now  indeed  the  Matter's  clear. 
There  is  a  mighty  error  here. 
A  public  fchool's  the  place  alone. 
Where  Talents  may  be  duly  known. 
It  has,  no  doubt,  its  imperfeftions. 
But  then,  fuch  Friendfhips!  fuch  connexions  I 
The  Parent,  who  has  form'd  his  Plan, 
And  in  his  Child  confider'd  Man, 
What  is  his  grand  and  golden  Rule  ? 
**  Make  your  connecflions.  Child,  at  School. 
**  Mix  with  your  Equals,  fly  inferiors, 
*'  But  follow  clo/e/y  your  Superiors ; 
«*  On  Them  your  ev'ry  Hope  depends, 
**  Be  prudent,  Tom,  get  u/eful  Friends ; 
**  And  therefore  like  a  fpider  wait, 
*'  And  fpin  your  Web  about  the  great, 
**  1?  my  Lord's  Genius  wants  fupplies, 
**  Why — You  mull  make  his  Exercife. 
**  Let  the  young  Marquis  take  your  Place, 
**  And  bear  a  whipping  for  his  Grace. 
*'  Suppofe  (fuch  Things  may  happen  once) 
**  The  Nobles  Wits,  and  You  the  Dunce, 
**  Improve  the  means  of  Education ; 
**  And  learn  commodious  Adulation. 
♦*  Your  Mafter  fcarcely  holds  it  fin, 
**  Hg  chucks  his  Lordjhi^  on  the  Chio, 

4  And 
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«*  And  would  not  for  the  World  rebuke, 
**  Beyond  a  pat,  the  fchool-boy  Duke, 

"  The  Pador  there,  of what's  the  Place  ? 

**  With  fmiles  eternal  in  his  Face, 

**  With  dimpling  cheek,  and  fnowy  hand, 

**  That  fhames  the  whitenefs  of  his  band  ; 

*•  Whofe  mincing  Dialect  abounds 

**  In  Hums  and  Hahs,  and  half-form 'd  founds  j 

**  Whofe  Elocution,  fine  and  chafte, 

**  Lays  his  commainds  with  judgment  niaijl'f 

*'  And  left  the  Company  fhould  hear, 

**  Whifpers  his  Nothings  in  your  Ear  ; 

•*  Think  you  'twas  Zeal,  or  Virtue's  Care 

**  That  placed  tht  fmirking  Doftor  there  ? 

*'  No — 'twas  Connexions  form'd  at  School 

•*  With  fome  rich  Wit,  or  noble  Fool, 

**  Obfequious  Flattery,  and  Attendance, 

**  A  wilful,  ufeful,  bafe  dependance ; 

**  A  fupple  bowing  of  the  Knees 

*'  To  any  human  God  you  pleafe. 

**  (For  true  good-breeding's  fo  polite, 

**  'Twould  call  the  very  Devil  white) 

•*  'Twas  watching  others'  fhifting  Will, 

**  And  veering  to  and  fro  with  Skill : 

**  Thefe  were  the  means  that  made  him  rifC;, 

♦*  Mind  your  cstine£lions,  and  be  wife." 


Methinks  I  hear  fon  Tom  reply, 
V\\  be  a  Bifhop  by  and  b/. 


Connedions 
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Connetflions  at  a  public  School 
Will  often  ferve  a  wealthy  Fool, 
By  lending  him  a  letter 'd  Knave 
To  bring  him  Credit,  or  to  fave  ; 
And  Knavery  gets  a  profit  real. 
By  giving  parts  and  worth  ideal. 
The  child  that  marks  this  flavifh  Plan, 
Will  make  his  Fortune  when  a  Man. 
While  honeft  Wit's  ingenuous  Merit 
Enjoys  his  pittance,  and  his  Spirit. 

The  Strength  of  public  Education 
Is  quick'ning  Parts  by  Emulation; 
And  Emulation  will  create 
In  narrow  minds  a  jealous  ftate. 
Which  ftifled  for  a  courfe  of  Years, 
From  want  of  Skill  or  mutual  Fears, 
Breaks  out  in  manhood  with  a  zeal. 
Which  none  but  rival  Wits  can  feel. 
For  when  good  people  Wits  commence. 
They  lofe  all  other  kind  of  fenfe ; 
(The  maxim  makes  you  fmile,  I  fee. 
Retort  it  when  you  pleafe  on  me  ;) 
One  writer  always  hates  another. 
As  Emperors  would  kill  a  brother. 
Or  Emprefs  Queen  to  rule  alone. 
Pluck  down  a  Hufband  from  the  throne. 

When  tir'd  of  Friendlhip  and  alliance. 
Each  fide  fprings  forward  to  defiance. 

Inveterate 
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Inveterate  Hate  and  Refolution, 
Faggot  and  Fire  and  Perfecution, 
Is  all  their  aim,  and  all  their  Cry, 
Though  neither  fide  can  tell  you  why* 
To  it  they  run  like  valiant  Men, 
And  flafli  about  them  with  their  Pen, 

What  Inkfhed  fprings  from  Altercation ! 
What  loppings  off  of  Reputation ! 
You  might  as  foon  hufh  ftormy  Weather, 
And  bring  the  North  and  South  together. 
As  reconcile  your  letter 'd  foes. 
Who  con'.e  to  all  things  but  dry  blows. 

Your  defperate  lovers  wan  and  pale. 
As  needy  culprits  in  a  jail. 
Who  mufe  and  doat,  and  pine,  and  die, 
Scorch'd  by  the  light'ning  of  an  eye, 
(For  ladies'  eyes,  with  fatal  ftroke. 
Will  blaft  the  verieft  heart  of  oak) 
Will  wrangle,  bicker,  and  complain. 
Merely  to  make  it  up  again. 
■  Though  fwain  look  glum,  and  mifs  look  fiery, 
'Tis  nothing  but  amantiutn  ir^Et 
And  all  the  progrefs  purely  this— 
A  frown,  a  pout,  a  tear,  a  kifs. 
Thus  love  and  quarrels  ( April  weather) 
Like  vinegar  and  oil  together. 
Join  in  an  eafy  mingled  ftrife. 
To  make  the  fallad  up  of  life. 

Vol.  LXVIII.  P  Love 
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Love  fettles  beft  from  altercation. 
As  liquors  after  fermentation. 

In  a  ftage-coach,  with  lumber  cramm'd. 
Between  two  bulky  bodies  jamm'd. 
Did  you  ne'er  writhe  yourfelf  about. 
To  find  the  feat  and  cufhion  out  ? 
How  difagreeably  you  fit. 
With  b — m  awry,  and  place  unfit. 
Till  fome  kind  jolt  o'er  ill-pav'd  town. 
Shall  wedge  you  clofe,  and  nail  you  down. 
So  fares  it  with  your  fondling  dolts. 
And  all  love's  quarrels  are  but  jolts. 

When  tiffs  arife,  and  words  of  ftrlfe 
Turn  one  to  two  in  man  and  wife, 
(For  that's  a  matrimonial  courfe 
Which  yoke-mates  muft  go  through  perforce. 
And  ev'ry  married  man  is  certain 
T'attend  the  lefture  call'd  the  curtain) 
Though  not  another  word  is  faid. 
When  once  the  couple  are  in  bed : 
There  things  their  proper  channel  keep, 
(They  make  it  up,  and  go  to  fleep) 
Thefe  fallings  in  and  fallings  out. 
Sometimes  with  caufe,  but  moft  without. 
Are  but  the  common  modes  of  ftrife. 
Which  oil  the  fprings  of  married  life. 
Where  famenefs  would  create  the  fpleen. 
For  ever  Jiupidly  /erene. 


Obferve 


J 
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Obferve  yon  downy  bed— to  make  It, 
You  tofs  the  feathers  up  and  ftiake  it. 
So  fondnefs  fprings  from  words  and  fcuffling» 
As  beds  lie  fmootheft  after  ftiuffling. 

But  authors'  wranglings  will  create 
The  very  quinteffence  of  hate ; 
Peace  is  a  fruitlefs  vain  endeavour. 
Sworn  foes  for  once,  they're  foes  for  ever, 

— Oh !  had  it  pleas'd  my  wifer  betters 
That  I  had  never  tafted  letters. 
Then  no  Parnaffian  maggots  bred. 
Like  fancies  in  a  madman's  head. 
No  grafpings  at  an  idle  name. 
No  childifh  hope  of  future  fame. 
No  impotence  of  wit  had  ta'en 
Poffeffion  of  my  mufe-ftruck  brain. 

Or  had  my  birth,  with  fortune  fit, 
Varnilli'd  the  dunce,  or  made  the  wit; 
I  had  not  held  a  fhameful  place. 
Nor  letters  paid  me  with  difgrace. 

— O  !  for  a  pittance  of  my  own. 
That  I  might  live  unfought,  unknown ! 
Retir'd  from  all  this  pedant  ftrife. 
Far  from  the  cares  of  buft'Iing  life  ; 
Far  from  the  wits,  the  fools,  the  great. 
And  all  the  little  world  I  hate. 
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WHOE'ER  for  pleafure  plans  a  fcheme^ 
Will  find  it  vanifli  like  a  dream. 
Affording  nothing  found  or  real, 
"Where  happinefs  is  all  ideal  ; 
In  grief,  in  joy,  or  either  ftate. 
Fancy  will  always  antedate. 
And  when  the  thoughts  on  evil  pore. 
Anticipation  makes  it  more. 
Thus  while  the  mind  thtfninre  fees. 
It  cancels  all  its  prefent  eafe. 

Is  Pleafure's  fcheme  the  point  in  view ; 
How  eagerly  we  all  purfue ! 

Well — Tuefday  is  th'appointed  day  j 
How  flowly  wears  the  time  away ! 
How  dull  the  interval  between. 
How  darken'd  o'er  with  clouds  of  fpleen, 
Did  not  the  mind  unlock  her  treafure. 
And  fancy  feed  on  promis'd  pleafure. 

Delia  furveys,  with  curious  eyes. 
The  clouds  coUefted  in  the  fkies ; 
Wifhes  no  ftorm  may  rend  the  air. 
And  Tuefday  may  be  dry  and  fair ; 
And  I  look  round,  my  boys,  and  pray. 
That  Tuefday  may  be  holiday. 


Things 


THE    MILK-  MAID.  aij 

Things  duely  fettled — what  remains  ? 
Lo !  Tuefday  comes — alas !  it  rains  j 
And  all  our  vifionary  fchemes 
Have  died  away,  like  golden  dreams. 

Once  on  a  time,  a  ruftic  dame, 
(No  matter  for  the  lady's  name) 
Wrapt  up  in  deep  imagination, 
Indulg'd  her  pleafmg  contemplation ; 
While  on  a  bench  fhe  took  her  feat. 
And  plac'd  the  milk-pail  at  her  feet. 
Oft  in  her  hand  (he  chink'd  the  pence. 
The  profits  which  arofe  from  thence  j 
While  fond  ideas  fill'd  her  brain. 
Of  layings  up,  and  monjirous  gain. 
Till  every  penny  which  fhe  told. 
Creative  fancy  turn'd  to  gold  ; 
And  reafoning  thus  from  computation. 
She  fpoke  aloud  her  meditation. 

*'  Pleafe  heav'n  but  to  prefer ve  my  health, 
**  No  doubt  I  (hall  have  ftore  of  wealth ; 
**  It  muft  of  confequence  enfue 
"  I  fhall  have  ftore  of  lovers  too. 
"  Oh!  how  I'll  break  their  ftubborn  hearts, 
"  With  all  the  pride  of  female  arts. 
"  What  Suitors  then  will  kneel  before  me ! 
*'  Lords,  Earls,  and  Vif counts  (hall  adore  me, 
**  When  in  my  gilded  coach  I  ride, 
*»  My  Lady  at  his  Lordjhifs  fide, 

P  3  "How 
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*'  How  will  I  laugh  at  all  I  meet 
**  Clatt'ring  in  pattins  down  the  ftreet ! 
"  And  LoBBiN  then  I'll  mind  no  more, 
*'  Howe'er  I  lov'd  him  heretofore  ; 
"  Or,  if  he  talks  of  plighted  truth, 
*•  I  will  not  hear  the  fimple  youth, 
**  But  rife  indignant  from  my  feat, 
"  And  fpurn  the  lubber  from  my  feet." 

Aftion,  alas !    the  fpeaker's  grace. 
Ne'er  came  in  more  improper  place. 
For  in  the  toffing  forth  her  fhoe. 
What  fancied  blifs  the  maid  o'erthrew ! 
While  down  at  once,  with  hideous  fall. 
Came  lovers,  wealth,  and  milk,  and  all. 

Thus  fancy  ever  loves  to  roam. 
To  bring  the  gay  materials  home  j 
Imagination  forms  the  dream. 
And  accident  deftroys  the  fcheme. 
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FROM  THE  REV.  MR.  HANBURY's  HORSE,  TO 
THE  REV.  MR.  SCOT, 

A  MONGST  you  bipeds,  reputation 
"^       Depends  on  Rank  and  Situation  ; 
And  men  increafe  in  fame  and  worth. 
Not  from  their  merits,  but  their  Birth, 
Thus  he  is  born  to  live  obfcure. 
Who  has  the  fin  of  being  poor ; 
While  wealthy  dullnefs  lolls  at  eafe. 
And  is — as  witty  as  you  pleafe. 
— "  What  did  his  Lordjhip  fay  ?— O!  fine! 
**  The  very  Thing  !  Bravo  !  Divine  /" 
And  then  'tis  buzz'd  from  Route  to  Roufe, 
While  ladies  whifper  it  about, 
**  Well,  I  proteft,  a  charming  hit ! 
*'  His  Lordjhip  has  a  deal  of  wit. 
**  How  elegant  that  double  fenfe ! 
*^  Perdigious  !  vaijily  fine  !  Immenfe  V* 
When  all  my  lord  has  faid  or  done. 
Was  but  the  letting  off  z.  pun, 

Mark  the  fat  Cit,  whofe  good  round  fura. 
Amounts  at  leaft  to  half  a  Rlumb  ; 
Whofe  chariot  whirls  him  up  and  down 
Some  three  or  four  miles  out  of  town  j 
For  thither  fober  folks  repair. 
To  take  the  Dufi^  which  they  call  air. 

P  4  Dull 
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Z>«// folly  (not  the  wanton  wild 
Imagination's  younger  child) 
Has  taken  lodgings  in  his  face. 
As  finding  that  a  'vacant  place. 
And  peeping  from  his  windows,  tells 
To  all  beholders,  where  flie  dwells. 
Yet  once  a  week,  this  purfe-proud  cit 
Shall  ape  the  fallies  of  a  wit. 
And  after  ev  "ry  Sunday's  dinner. 
To  prieftly  faint,  or  city  fmner. 
Shall  tell  the  ftory  o'er  and  o'er, 
H'as  told  a  thoufand  times  before; 
Like  gamefters,  who,  with  eager  zeal. 
Talk  the  gapie  o'er  between  the  deal. 

Mark !  how  the  fools  and  knaves  admire 
And  chuckle  with  their  Sunday  'fquire  : 
While  he  looks  pleas'd  at  every  gueft. 
And  laughs  much  louder  than  "the  reft; 
And  cackling  with  inceflant  grin. 
Triples  the  Double  of  his  chin. 

Birth,  rank,  and  wealth,  have  wond'rous  fkillj 
Make  Wits  and  State/men  when  they  will ; 
While  genius  holds  no  eftimation. 
From  lucklefs  want  of  Situation  ; 
And,  if  through  clouded  fcenes  of  life. 
He  takes  dame  poverty  to  wife, 
Howe'er  he  work  and  teize  his  brain. 
His  pound  of  wit  fcarce  weighs  ^^raia; 

While 
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While  with  his  Lordjhip  it  abounds. 
And  one  light  grain  fwells  out  to  pounds. 

Receive,  good  fir,  with  afpeft  kind. 
This  wanton  gallop  of  the  mind ; 
But,  fince  all  things  encreafe  in  worth, 
Proportion'd  to  their  rank  and  birth  ; 
Left  you  (hould  think  the  letter  bafe. 
While  I  fupply  the  poet's  place, 
I'll  tell  you  whence  and  what  I  am. 
My  Breed,  my  Blood,  my  Sire,  my  Dam, 

My  Sire  was  Pindar's  Eagle,  fon 
Of  Pegafus  of  H  E  L I  c  o  N  ; 
My  Dam,  the  Hippogryph,  which  whirl'd 
Aftolpho  to  the  lunar  world. 
Both  high-bred  things  of  mettled  blood. 
The  beft  in  all  Apollo's  ftud. 

Now  Critics  here  would  bid  me  fpeak 
The  OLD  horfe  language,  that  is,   Greek; 
For  Homer  made  us  talk,  you  know, 
Almoft  three  thoufand  years  ago ; 
And  men  of  Tafle  and  Judgment  fine. 
Allow  the  paffage  is  di-cine, 
They  were  fine  mettled  things  indeed. 
And  of  peculiar  flirength  and  breed ; 
What  leaps  they  took,  how  far  and  wide ! 
— They'd  take  a  country  at  a  ftride. 
How  great  each  leap,  Longinus  knew. 
Who  from  dimenfions  ta'en  of  two. 

Affirms, 
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Affirms,  with  equal  ardour  whirld, 

A  third,  good  lord !  would  clear  the  world. 

But  till  fome  learned  wight  (hall  ftiew 
1£  Accents  MUST  be  us'd,  or  no, 
A  doubt,  which  puzzles  all  the  wife 
Of  giant  and  of  pigmy  fize. 
Who  wafte  their  time,  and  fancies  vex 
With  afper,  lem's,  circumfiexy 
And  talk  of  mark  and  punftuation. 
As  'twere  a  matter  of  falvation  ; 
For  when  your  pigmies  take  the  pen 
They  fancy  they  grow  up  to  Men^ 
And  think  they  keep  the  world  in  awe 
By  brandiftiing  a  very  Straw  ; 
1  ill  they  have  clear'd  this  weighty  doubt. 
Which  they'll  be  centuries  about. 
As  a  plain  nag,  in  homely  phrafe, 
I'll  ufe  the  language  of  our  days  ; 
And,  for  this  firft  and  only  time, 
Juft  make  a  trot  in  eafy  rhime. 

Nor  let  it  Ihock  your  thought  or  fight. 
That  thus  a  quadruped  fhould  write ; 
Read  but  the  papers,  and  you'll  fee 
More  prodigies  of  wit  than  me  ; 
Gronjufi  men  and  Sparrows  taught  to  dance. 
By  monfieur  Pajerat  from  France  ; 
The  learned  dog,  the  learned  mare. 
The  learned  bird,  the  learned  hare ; 

2  And 
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And  all  zte  fajhionable  too. 
And  play  at  cards  as  well  as  you. 

Of  paper,  pen,  and  ink  poffefs'd. 
With  faculties  of  writing  bleft. 
Why  fhould  not  I  then,  Houunfiyhnvm  bred 
( A  word  that  mull  h^/een,  not  faid) 
Rid  you  of  all  that  anxious  care. 
Which  good  folks  feel  for  good  and  fair. 
And  which  your  looks  betray'd  indeed. 
To  more  difcerning  eyes  of  fteed ; 
When  in  the  Ihape  of  ufeful  hack, 
I  bore  a  poet  on  my  back  ? 

Know,  fafely  rode  my  mailer's  bride. 
The  bard  before  her  for  my  guide. 
Yet  think  not,  fir,  his  awkward  care 
Enfur'd  protedion  to  the  fair. 
No — confcious  of  the  prize  I  bore. 
My  wayward  footfteps  llipt  no  more. 
For  though  I  fcorn  the  Poet's  £kill. 
My  miftrefs  guides  me  where  (he  will, 

Abftraft  in  wond'rous  fpeculation. 
Loll  in  laborious  meditation. 
As  whether  'twould  promote  Sublime 
If  Sil'ver  could  be  pair'd  in  rhime  ; 
Or,  as  the  word  oi fweetcr  Tune, 
Month  might  be  clink'd  inftead  of  moon  : 
No  wonder  poets  hardly  know 
Or  what  they  do,  or  where  they  go. 

Whether 
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Whether  they  ride  or  walk  the  ftreet. 
Their  heads  are  always  on  \S\t\x  feet ; 
They  now  and  then  may  get  aftride 
Th'  ideal  Pegafus,  and  ride 
'Prodigious  journeys — round  a  room. 
As  boys  ride  cock-horfe  on  a  broom. 

Whether  Acrojiics  teize  the  brain. 

Which  goes  a  hunting  words  in  vain, 

(For  words  moft  capitally  fin, 

Unkfs  their  letters  right  begin.) 

S  ince  how  to  man  or  woman's  name, 

C  ould  you  or  I  Acroflic  frame. 

O  r  make  thtjiarittg  letters  join, 

T  o  form  the  word,  that  tells  us  thine » 

TJnlefs  we'ad  right  initials  got, 

S,  C,  O,  T,  and  fo  made  Scot  ? 

Or  whether  Rebus,  Riddle's  brother 

(Both  which  had  Dullness  for  their  mother) 

Employ  the  gentle  poet's  care. 

To  celebrate  fome  town  or  fair. 

Which  all  ad  libitum  he  flits 

For_j(3«  to  pick  it  up  by  bits. 

Which  bits  together  plac'd,  will  frame 

Some  city's  or  fome  lady's  name; 

As  when  a  worm  is  cut  in  twain. 

It  joins  and  is  a  worm  again; 

When  thoughts  >  weighty,  fo  intenfe. 

Above  the  reach  of  common  fenfe, 

Diftraft  and  twirl  the  mind  about. 

Which  fain  would  hammer  fomething  out ; 

A  kind 
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A  kind  difcharge  relieves  the  mind. 
As  folks  are  eas'd  by  breaking  wind  ; 
Whatever  whims  or  maggots  bred 
Take  place  of  fenfe  in  poet's  head. 
They  fix  themfelves  without  controul. 
Where'er  its  feat  is  on  the  foul. 
Then,  like  your  heathen  idols,  we 
Have  eyes  indeed,  but  cannot  fee. 
(We,  for  I  take  the  poet's  part. 
And  for  my  blood,  am  Bard  at  heart) 
For  in  reflexion  deep  immerft. 
The  man  mufe-bitten  and  he-^erfi, 
Negleftful  of  externals  all. 
Will  run  his  head  againft  a  wall. 
Walk,  through  a  river  as  it  flows. 
Nor  fee  the  bridge  before  his  nofe. 

Are  things  like  thefe  equeftrians  fit 
To  mount  the  back  of  mettled  tit  ? 
Are — but  farewell,  for  here  comes  Bob, 
And  I  mufl:  ferve  fome  hackney  job ; 
Fetch  letters,  or,  for  recreation, 
Tran/port  the  bard  to  our  Plantation, 

Robert  joins  compts  with  Burtiam  Blad, 
Your  humble  fervant,  Hadufjs  hack. 


THE 
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THE    NEW.  RIVER    HEAD. 

A  TALE, 

ATTEMPTED    IN    THE   MANNER  OF   MR.   C.  DENIS, 

INSCRIBED  TO  JOHN  WILKES,  Esq^ 

Labitur  i^  labetur  in  omne  <vQlubilis  a'vum,  HoR, 

\\ EAR  Wilkes,  whofe  lively  focial  Wit 
"*-^       Difdains  the  prudilh  AfFedation 
Of  gloomy  Folks,  who  love  to  fit 

As  Do&.ors j7:'ou/d  at  Confultation, 
Permit  me,  in  familiar  Strain, 

To  fteal  you  from  the  idle  hour 
Of  combating  the  Northern  Thane, 

And  all  his  puppet  tools  of  Povi^'r. 

Shame  to  the  Wretch,  if  fenfe  of  (hame 

Can  ever  touch  the  mifcreant's  breaft. 
Who  dead  to  virtue  as  to  fame, 

(A  Monfter  whom  the  Gods  deteft) 
Turns  traitor  to  himfelf,  to  court 

Or  Minifter  or  Monarch's  fmile  ; 
And  dares,  in  infolence  of  fport. 

Invade  the  Charter  of  our  Ifle, 

But  why  flaould  I,  who  only  ftrive 

By  telling  of  an  eafy  tale. 
To  keep  attention  half  alive 

'Gainft  Bolgolam  and  Flimnap  rail? 

For 
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For  whether  Eng  land  be  the  name, 

(Name  which  we're  taught  no  more  to  prize) 
Or  Britain,  it  is  all  the  fame. 

The  Lilliputian  Statefmen  rife 

To  malice  of  gigantic  fize. 
Let  them  enjoy  their  warmth  a  while. 
Truth  (hall  regard  them  with  a  fmile. 
While  you,  like  Gulliver,  in  fport 
Pifs  out  the  fire,  and  fave  the  Court, 
But  to  return — The  tale  is  old; 

Indecent,  truly  none  of  mine — 
What  Be Ro ALDUS  gravely  told; 

I  read  it  in  that  found  divine. 
And  for  indecency,  you  know- 
He  had  a  fafhionable  turn. 
As  prim  obfervers  clearly  fhew 

In  t'other  Parfon,  Dodor  Sterne, 
Yet  Pope  denies  it  all  defence. 
And  call  it,  blefs  us !  Want  of  fenfe. 
But  e'en  the  decetit  Pope  can  write 

*  Of  bottles,  corks,  and  maiden  fighs. 
Of  charming  beauties  lefs  in  fight. 

Of  the  more  fecret  precious  hair, 
+  "  And  fomething  elfe  of  little  Size, 

You  know  where.'* 
If  fuch  Authorities  prevail. 

To  varnilh  o'er  this  petty  fin, 
I  plead  a  pardon  for  my  tale. 

And  having  hemm'd  and  cough'd — begin, 

*  Rape  of  the  Lock* 
t  Pope's  letters. 

A  Genius 
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A  Genius  (one  of  thofe  I  mean. 

We  read  of  in  th'  Arabian  nights ; 
Not  fuch  as  every  day  are  feen 

At  Bob's  or  Arthur's,  whilom  White's  j 
For  howfoe'er  you  change  the  name. 
The  Chibs  and  Meetings  are  the  fame  ; 
Nor  thofe  prodigious  learned  folks. 
Your  Haberdafhers  of  ftale  Jokes, 
Who  drefs  them  up  fo  neat  and  clean 
For  News-paper  or  Magazine ; 
But  one  that  could  play  wond'rous  tricks. 

Changing  the  very  courfe  of  Nature, 
Not  AsMODEUs  on  two  flicks 

Or  fage  Urganda  could  do  greater.) 

Once  on  a  time  incog  came  down 

From  his  equivocal  dominions. 
And  travell'd  o'er  a  country  town 

To  try  folks'  tempers  and  opinions. 
When  to  accomplifti  his  intent 

(For  had  the  cobler  known  the  king, 

Lord !  it  would  quite  have  fpoil'd  the  thing) 
In  ftrange  difguife  he  flily  went 
And  ftump'd  along  the  high- way  track. 
With  greafy  knapfack  at  his  back ; 
And  now  the  night  was  pitchy  dark. 
Without  one  ftar's  indulgent  fpark. 
Whether  he  wanted  lleep  or  not. 

Is  of  no  confequence  to  tell ; 
A  bed  and  lodging  mull  be  got. 

For  geniufes  live  always  welJL 


At 


THE   NEW-RIVER   HEAD.         225 

At  the  beft  houfe  in  all  the  town, 

(It  was  th'  attorney's  you  may  fwear} 
He  knock'd  as  he'd  have  beat  it  down. 

Knock  as  you  would,  no  entrance  there. 
But  from  the  window  cried  the  dame. 
Go,  firrah  go,  from  whence  you  came. 
Here,  Nell,  John,  Thomas,  fee  who  knocks. 
Fellow,  I'll  put  you  in  the  flocks. 
Ee  gentle  ma'm,  the  Genius  cried  ; 

Have  mercy  on  the  wand 'ring  poor. 
Who  knows  not  where  his  head  to  hide. 

And  afks  a  pittance  at  your  door. 
A  mug  of  beer,  a  cruft  of  bread- 
Have  pity  on  the  houfelefs  head ; 

Your  hufband  keeps  a  lordly  table, 
I  alk  but  for  the  offal  crumbs. 

And  for  a  lodging — barn  or  ftable 
Will  fhroud  me  till  the  morning  comes, 

'Twas  all  in  vain ;  fhe  rang  the  bell. 
The  fervants  trembl'd  at  the  knell ; 
Down  flew  the  maids  to  tell  the  men. 
To  drive  the  vagrant  back  agen. 

He  trudg'd  away  in  angry  mind. 
And  thought  but  cheaply  of  mankind. 

Till  through  a  cafement's  dingy  panCj 
A  rufh-light's  melancholy  ray. 

Bad  him  e'en  try  his  luck  again ; 
Perhaps  beneath  a  houfe  of  clay 

Vol. LX  VIII,  Q  A 
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A  wand 'ring  paffenger  might  find, 
A  better  friend  to  human  kind. 
And  far  more  hofpitable  fare. 
Though  not  fo  coftly,  nice,  or  rare. 
As  fmokes  upon  the  filver  plate 
Of  the  luxurious  pamper'd  great. 

So  to  this  cot  of  homely  thatch. 
In  the  fame  plight  the  genius  came ; 

Down  comes  the  dame,  lifts  up  the  latch; 
What  want  ye  fir  ? 

God  fave  you,  dame. 
And  fo  he  told  the  piteous  tale. 

Which  you  have  heard  him  tell  before ; 
Your  patience  arid  my  own  would  fail 

Were  I  to  tell  it  o'er  and  o'er. 
Suffice  it,  that  my  goody's  care 
Brought  forth  her  beft,  though  fimple  fare. 

And  from  the  corner-cupboard's  hoard. 
Her  ftranger  gueft  the  more  to  pleafe, 

Befpread  her  hofpitable  board 
With  what  fhe  had — 'twas  bread  and  cheefe, 

'Tis  honeft  though  but  homely  cheer ; 

Much  good  may't  do  ye,  eat  your  fill. 
Would  I  cou'd  treat  you  with  ftrong  beer. 

But  for  the  aftion  take  the  will. 
You  fee  my  cot  is  clean,  though  fmall. 

Pray  heav'n  encreafe  my  (lender  ftock! 
You're  welcome,  friend,  you  fee  my  all ; 

And  for  your  bed.  Sir,  there's  a  flock. 


No 
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No  matter  what  v.'as  after  faid. 
He  eat  and  drank  and  went  to  bed. 

And  now  the  cock  his  mattlns  fang, 

(Howe'er  fuch  finging's  light  efteem'd, 
'Tis  precious  in  the  Mufes'  tongue 

When  fung,  rhimes  better  than  hefcream'd  ;) 
The  dame  and  pedlar  both  arofe. 

At  early  dawn  of  rifing  day. 
She  for  her  work  of  folding  clothes. 

And  He  to  travel  on  his  way ; 
But  much  he  thought  himfelf  to  blame. 

If,  as  in  duty  furely  bound. 
He  did  not  thank  the  careful  dame 

For  the  reception  he  had  found. 
Hoftefs,  quoth  He,  before  I  go, 

I  thank  you  for  your  hearty  Fare ; 
Would  it  were  in  my  pow'r  to  pay 
My  gratitude  a  better  way  j 
But  money  now  runs  very  low. 

And  I  have  not  a  doit  to  fpare ; 
But  if  you'll  take  this  piece  of  StufF— 

—No,  quoth  the  dame,  I'm  poor  as  you. 
Your  kindeft  wifhes  are  enough. 

You're  welcome,  friend,  farewell — Adieu. 
But  firft  reply'd  the  wand'ring  gueft. 

For  bed  and  board  and  homely  difh. 
May  all  things  turn  out  for  the  beft. 

So  take  my  bleffing  and  my  wifli. 

0^2  May 
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May  what  you  firft  begin  to  do. 
Create  fuch  profit  and  delight. 

That  you  may  do  it  all  day  through. 
Nor  finifh  till  the  depth  of  night. 

Thank  you,  fhefaid,  and  fhut  the  door, 
Turn'd  to  her  work,  and  thought  no  more. 
And  now  the  napkin  which  was  fpread 
To  treat  her  guefl:  with  good  brown  bread. 
She  folded  up  with  niceft  care ; 
When  lo !  another  napkin  there ! 
And  every  folding  did  beget 
Another  and  another  yet. 
She  folds  a  fhift — by  ftrange  encreafe. 
The  remnant  fwells  into  a  piece. 
Her  Caps,  her  Laces-,  all  the  fame. 

Till  fuch  a  quantity  of  Linen, 

From  fuch  a  very  fmall  beginning, 
Flow'd  in  at  once  upon  the  Dame, 
Who  wonder'd  how  the  deuce  it  came. 

That  with  the  drap'ry  fhe  had  got 

Within  her  little  fhabby  cot. 
She  might  for  all  the  town  provide. 
And  break  both  York-ftreet  and  Cheapfide, 

It  happen'd  that  th*  attorney's  wife. 

Who,  to  be  fure,  took  much  upon  her. 

As  being  one  in  higher  Life, 

Who  did  the  Parifli  mighty  honour. 


Sent 
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Sent  for  the  Dame,  who,  poor  and  willing. 

Would  take  a  job  of  charing  work. 

And  fweat  and  toil  like  any  Turk, 
To  earn  a  fixpence  or  a  (hilling. 

She  could  not  come,  not  fhe  indeed ! 
She  thank'd  her  much,  but  had  no  need. 

Good  news  will  fly  as  well  as  bad. 

So  out  this  wond'rous  ftory  came. 

About  the  Pedlar  and  the  Dame, 
Which  made  th'  Attorney's  wife  fo  raad^, 

That  flie  refolv'd  at  any  rate. 
Spite  of  her  pride  and  Lady  airs. 

To  get  the  Pedlar  tete-a-tete. 
And  make  up  all  the  paft  afFairs  : 

And  though  fhe  wifh'd  him  at  the  devil. 
When  he  came  there  the  night  before, 

Determin'd  to  be  monftrous  civil. 
And  drop  her  curtfie  at  the  door. 

Now  all  was  racket,  noife  and  pother, 
Nell  running  one  way,  John  another. 
And  Tom  was  on  the  coach-horfe  fent. 
To  learn  which  way  the  Pedlar  went. 

Thomas  return'd ; — the  Pedlar  brought, 
— What  could  my  dainty  Madam  fay. 

For  not  behaving  as  Ihe  ought. 
And  driving  honeft  folks  away  ? 

CL3  Upon 
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Upon  my  word,  it  fhocks  me  much, 

— But  there's  fuch  thieving  here  of  late— 
Not  that  I  dream'd  that  you  were  fuch. 

When  you  came  knocking  at  my  gate. 
I  muft  confefs  myfelf  to  blame. 

And  I'm  afraid  you  lately  met 
Sad  treatment  with  that  homely  dame. 

Who  lives  on  what  her  hands  can  get. 
Walk  in  with  me  at  leail  to-night. 
And  let  us  fet  all  matters  right. 
I  know  my  duty,  and  indeed 
Would  help  a  friend  in  time  of  need. 

Take  fuch  refrefhment  as  you  find, 
I'm  fure  I  mean  it  for  the  heft. 

And  give  it  with  a  willing  mind 
To  fuch  a  grave  and  fober  gueft. 

So  in  they  came,  and  for  his  picking. 

Behold  the  table  covers  fpread, 

Inftead  of  Goody's  cheefe  and  bread. 
With  tarts,  and  fidi,  and  fleih,  and  chicken, 

And  to  appear  in  greater  ftate. 
The  knives  and  forks  with  filver  handles. 

The  candlefticks  of  bright  (French)  plate 
To  hold  her  beft  mould  (tallow)  candles. 

Were  all  brought  forth  to  be  difplay'd. 

In  female  houfewifry  parade. 
And  more  the  Pedlar  to  regale. 

And  make  the  wond'rous  man  her  friend. 
Decanters  foam'd  of  mantling  ale. 

And  port  and  claret  without  end ; 
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They  hobb'd  and  nobb'd,  and  fmil'd  and  laugh'd, 
Touch'd  glaffes,  nam'd  their  toafts,  and  quaffd ; 

Talk'd  over  every  friend  and  foe. 
Till  eating,  drinking,  talking  paft. 
The  kind  houfe-clock  ftruck  twelve  at  laft. 

When  wifhing  Madam  bon  reposy 
The  Pedlar  pleaded  weary  head. 
Made  his  low  bow,  and  went  to  bed, 

Wifhing  him  then  at  perfedl:  eafe, 
A  good  foft  bed,  a  good  found  fleep. 

Now,  gentle  reader,  if  you  pleafe. 
We'll  at  the  Lady  take  a  peep. 

She  could  not  reft,  but  turn'd  and  tofs'd. 
While  Fancy  whifper'd  in  her  brain. 

That  what  her  indifcretion  loft. 
Her  art  and  cunning  might  regain. 

Such  Linen  to  fo  poor  a  dame  ! 
For  fuch  coarfe  fare!  perplex'd  her  head ; 

Why  might  not  (he  expect  the  fame. 
So  courteous,  civil,  and  well-bred  ? 

And  now  fhe  reckon'd  up  her  ftore 

Of  Cambricks,  Hollands,  Muflins,  Lawns^ 

Free  gifts,  and  Purchafes,  and  Pawns, 
Refolv'd  to  multiply  them  more. 

Till  flie  had  got  a  Stock  of  Linen, 

Fit  for  a  Dowager  to  fm  in, 
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The  morning  came,  when  up  fhe  got, 

Moft  ceremonioufly  inclin'd 
To  wind  up  her  fagacious  plot. 

With  all  that  civil  ftufF  we  find 
'Mongft  thofe  who  talk  a  wond'rous  deal 
Of  what  they  neither  mean  nor  feel. 

How  {hall  I,  Ma'm,  reply'd  the  Gueft, 
Make  you  a  fuitable  return. 
For  your  attention  and  concern. 

And  fuch  civilities  expreft 
To  one,  who  muft  be  ftill  in  debt 
For  all  the  kindnefs  he  has  met  ? 

For  this  your  entertainment's  fake. 
If  ought  of  good  my  wifh  can  do. 

May  what  you  firft  fhall  undertake, 
Laft  without  ceafing  all  day  through. 

Madam,  who  kindly  underftood 
His  wilh  eiFeftually  good. 
Strait  dropp'd  a  curtfie  wond'rous  low. 
For  much  fhe  wanted  him  to  go. 
That  ftie  might  look  up  all  her  ftore. 
And  turn  it  into  thoufands  more. 
Nc  V  all  the  maids  were  fent  to  look 
In  every  cranny,  hole  and  nook, 
F'or  every  rag  which  they  could  find 
Of  any  fize,  or  any  kind, 
Draw'rs,  Boxes,  Clofets,  Chells  and  Cafes 
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Were  all  unlock'd  at  once  to  get 
Her  Point,  her  Gawz,  her  Pruffia-net, 
With  fifty  names  of  fifty  kinds. 
Which  fuit  variety  of  minds. 

How  fhall  I  now  my  tale  purfue. 
So  paffing  ftrange,  fo  pafling  true  ? 

When  every  bit  from  every  hoard. 
Was  brought  and  laid  upon  the  board. 

Left  fome  more  urgent  obligation 
Might  interrupt  her  pleaUng  toil. 

And  marring  half  her  application. 
The  promis'd  hopes  of  profit  fpoil. 

Before  fhe  folds  a  fingle  rag. 

Or  takes  a  cap  from  board  or  bag. 
That  nothing  might  her  work  prevent, 

{For  fhe  was  now  refolv'd  to  labour. 
With  earneft  hope  and  full  intent 

To  get  the  better  of  her  neighbour) 
Into  the  garden  ihe  would  go 

To  do  that  neceffary  thing. 
Which  muft  by  all  be  done,  you  know. 
By  rich  and  poor,  and  high  and  low. 

By  Male  and  Female,  Queen  and  King ; 
She  little  dream'd  a  common  adlion, 

Praftis'd  as  duely  as  her  pray'rs. 
Should  prove  fo  tedious  a  tranfaftion. 

Or  coft  her  fuch  a  fea  of  cares. 
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In  ftiort  the  ftreams  fo  plenteous  flow'd. 

That  in  the  dry  and  dufty  weather. 
She  might  have  water'd  all  the  road 

For  ten  or  twenty  miles  together. 
What  could  fhe  do  ?  as  it  began, 
Th'  involuntary  torrent  ran. 

Inftead  of  folding  Cap  or  Mob, 
So  dreadful  was  this  diftillation. 

That  from  a  fimple  watering  job. 
She  fear'd  a  general  Inundation. 

While  for  her  Indifcretion's  crime. 
And  coveting  too  great  a  ftore. 

She  made  a  river  at  a  time. 
Which  fure  was  never  done  before. 
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A  FAMILIAR  LETTER  OF  RHIMES. 

TO        A       LADY. 

YES — I  could  rifle  grove  and  bow'r 
And  ilrip  the  beds  of  every  flow'r. 
And  deck  them  in  their  faireft  hue. 
Merely  to  be  out-blulh'd  by  you. 
The  lily,  pale,  by  my  direftion. 
Should  fight  the  rofe  for  your  complexion  : 
Or  I  could  make  up  fweeteft  pofies. 
Fit  fragrance  for  the  ladies'  nofes. 
Which  drooping,  onyour  breaft  reclining. 
Should  all  be  withering,  dying,  pining. 
Which  every  fongfter  can  difplay, 
I've  more  authorities  than  Gay; 
Nay,  I  could  teach  the  globe  its  duty 
To  pay  all  homage  to  your  beauty. 
And,  wit's  creative  pow'r  to  {how, 
The  vcry_fire  ftiould  mix  w'lth/noiv  ; 
Your  eyes,  that  brandifh  burning  darts 
To  fcorch  and  finge  our  tinder  hearts. 
Should  be  the  lamps  for  lover's  ruin. 
And  light  them  to  their  own  undoing ; 
While  all  the  fnouu  about  your  breaft 
Should  leave  them  hopelefs  and  diftreft. 

For  thofe  who  rarely  foar  above 
The  art  of  coupling  love  and  dove. 
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In  their  conceits  and  amorous  fiftions. 
Are  mighty  fond  of  contradictions. 
Above,  in  air ;  in  earth,  beneath  ; 
And  things  that  do,  or  do  not  breathe. 
All  have  their  parts,  and  feparate  place. 
To  paint  the  fair  one's  various  grace. 

Her  cheek,  her  eye,  her  bofom  fhow 
The  rofe,  the  lily,  diamond,  fnow. 
Jet,  milk,  and  amber,  vales  and  mountains. 
Stars,  rubies,  funs,  and  moffy  fountains. 
The  poet  gives  them  all  a  fhare 
In  the  defcription  of  his  fair. 
She  burns,  flie  chills,  fhe  pierces  hearts 
With  locks,  and  bolts,  and  flames,  and  darts. 
And  could  we  truft  th'  extravagancy 
Of  every  poet's  youthful  fancy. 
They'd  make  each  nymph  they  love  fo  well. 
As  cold  as  fnow,  as  hot  as  ■ 

— O  gentle  lady,  fpare  your  fright. 

No  horrid  rhime  fhall  wound  your  fight. 
I  would  not  for  the  world  be  heard. 
To  utter  fuch  unjeemly  word. 
Which  the  politer  parfon  fears 
To  mention  to  politer  ears. 

But,  could  a  female  form  be  fliown, 
(The  thought,  perhaps,  is  not  my  own) 
Where  every  circumftance  fliould  meet 
To  make  the  poet's  nymph  compleat 
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Form'd  to  his  Fancy's  "utmofl:  pitch. 
She'd  be  as  ugly  as  a  witch. 

Come  then,  O  mufe,  of  trim  conceit, 
Mufe,  always  fine,  but  never  neat. 
Who  to  the  dull  unfated  ear 
Of  French  or  Tu/can  Sonneteer, 
Tak'ft  up  the  fame  unvaried  tone. 
Like  the  Scotch  bagpipe's  favourite  drone^ 
Squeezing  out  thoughts  in  ditties  quaint. 
To  poet's  miftrefs,  whore,  or  faint ; 
Whether  thou  dwell'ft  on  ev'ry  grace. 
Which  lights  the  world  from  Laura's  face. 
Or  amorous  praife  expatiates  wide 
On  beauties  which  the  nymph  mull  hide  ; 
For  wit  afFedled,  loves  to  Ihow 
Her  every  charm  from  top  to  toe. 
And  wanton  fancy  oft  purfues  t 

Minute  defcription  from  the  mufe. 
Come  and  pourtray,  with  pencil  fine. 
The  poet's  mortal  nym^h.  divine. 

Her  golden  locks  of  claffic  hair. 
Are  7!ets  to  catch  the  wanton  air  ; 
Her  forehead  ivory,  and  her  eyes 
Each  a  hx'x^t/un  to  light  the  Ikies, 
Orb'd  in  whofe  centre,  Cupid  aims 
His  darts,  proteftus!  x.\^fw\^ flames; 
While  the  fly  god's  unerring  bow 
Is  the  half  circle  of  her  brox<j. 

Each 
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Each  lip  a  ruhyy  parting,  Ihews 
The  precious  pearl  in  even  rows. 
And  all  the  loves  and  graces  fleck 
Bathe  in  the  dimples  of  her  cheek. 
Her  breafts  pure/xinv,  or  white  as  milk, 
Are  i'vory  apples,  fmooth  as  filk. 
Or  elfe,  as  fancy  trips  on  fafter. 
Fine  marble  hills  or  alabajier. 

A  figure  made  of  wax  wou'd  pleafe 
More  than  an  aggregate  of  thefe. 
Which  though  they  are  of  precious  worth, 
And  held  in  great  efteem  on  earth. 
What  are  they,  rightly  underftood, 
Compar'd  to  real  flefh  and  blood  ? 

And  I,  who  hate  to  aft  by  rules 
Of  whining,  rhiming,  loving  fools. 
Can  never  twift  my  mind  about 
To  find  fuch  ftrange  refemblance  outj 
And  fimile  that's  only  fit 
To  fhew  my  plenteous  lack  of  wit. 
Therefore,  omitting  flames  and  darts. 
Wounds,  fighs  and  tears,  and  bleeding  hearts. 
Obeying,  what  I  here  declare. 
Makes  half  my  happinefs,  the  Fair, 
The  favourite  fubjeft  I  purfue. 
And  write,  as  who  would  not,  for  you. 
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Perhaps  my  mufe,  a  common  curfe. 
Errs  in  the  manner  of  her  verfe. 
Which,  flouching  in  the  doggrel  lay. 
Goes  tittup  all  her  eafy  way. 
Yes — an  Acroftic  had  been  better. 
Where  each  good  natured  prattling  letter. 
Though  it  conceal  the  writer's  aim. 
Tells  all  the  world  his  lady's  name. 

But  all  Acroftics,  it  is  faid. 
Shew  wond'rous  pain  of  empty  head. 
Where  wit  is  cramp'd  in  hard  confines. 
And  fancy  dare  not  jump  the  lines. 

I  love  a  fanciful  diforder. 
And  ftraggling  out  of  rule  and  order  j 
Impute  not  then  to  vacant  head. 
Or  what  I've  writ,  or  what  I've  faid. 
Which  imputation  can't  be  true. 
Where  head  and  heart's  fo  full  of  you. 

Like  Tristram  Shandy,  I  could  write 
From  morn  to  noon,  from  noon  to  night. 
Sometimes  obfcure,  and  fometimcs  leaning, 
A  little  fideways  to  a  meaning. 
And  unfatigu'd  myfelf,  purfue 
The  civil  mode  of  teazing  you. 
For  as  your  folks  who  love  the  dwelling 
On  circumftance  in  ftory  telling. 
And  to  give  each  relation  grace, 
Defcribe  the  time,  the  folks,  the  place. 

And 
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And  are  rellgioufly  exadl 
To  point  out  each  unmeaning  faft. 
Repeat  their  wonders  undejiredy 
Nor  think  one  hearer  can  be  tired  ; 
So  they  who  take  a  method  worfe. 
And  profe  away,  like  me,  in  njerfe, 
"Worry  their  miftrefs,  friends  or  betters, 
With  fatire,  fonnet,  ode,  or  letters. 
And  think  the  knack  of  pleafing  follows 
Each  jingling  pupil  of  Apollo's. 
— Yet  let  it  be  a  venial  crime 
That  I  addrefs  you  thus  in  rhime. 
Nor  think  that  I  am  Phoebus' Mx. 
By  the  Tarantula  of  wit. 
But  as  the  meaneft  critic  knows 
All  females  have  a  knack  at  profe. 
And  letters  are  the  mode  of  writing 
The  ladies  take  the  moft  delight  in; 
Bold  is  the  man,  whofe  faucy  aim 
Leads  him  to  form  a  rival  claim  ; 
A  double  death  the  viftim  dies. 
Wounded  by  wit  as  well  as  eyes. 

. — With  mine  difgrace  a  lady's  profe. 

And  put  a  nettle  next  a  rofe  ? 

Who  would,  fo  long  as  tafte  prevails. 

Compare  St.  James's  with  Verjaillesf 

The  nightingale,  as  ftory  goes, 

Fam'd  for  the  mufic  of  his  woes. 

In  vain  againft  the  artift  try'd. 

But  ftrain'd  his  tuneful  throat— and  died. 

Perhaps 
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Perhaps  I  fought  the  rhiming  way. 
For  reafons  which  have  pow'rful  fway.  ^ 

The  fwain,  no  doubt,  with  pleafure  fues 
The  nymph  he's  fure  will  not  refufe. 
And  more  compaffion  may  be  found 
Amongft  thefe  goddeffes  of  found. 
Than  always  happens  to  the  fhare 
of  the  more  cruel  human  fair; 
Who  love  to  fix  their  lover's  pains. 
Pleas 'd  with  the  rattling  of  their  chains. 
Rejoicing  in  their  fervant's  grief. 
As  'twere  a  fm  to  give  relief. 
They  twift  each  eafy  fool  about. 
Nor  let  them  in,  nor  let  them  out. 
But  keep  them  twirling  on  the  fire 
Of  apprehenfion  and  defire. 
As  cock-chafers,  with  corking  pin 
The  fchool-boy  ftabs,  to  make  them  fpln. 

For  'tis  a  maxim  in  love's  fchool,- 
To  make  a  man  of  fenfe  a  fool ; 
I  mean  the  man,  who  loves  indeed. 
And  hopes  and  wiflies  to  fucceed; 
But  from  his  fear  and  apprehenfion. 
Which  always  mars  his  beft  intention. 
Can  ne'er  addrefs  with  proper  eafe 
The  very  perfon  he  would  pleafe. 

Now  Poets,  when  thefe  nymphs  refufe. 
Strait  go  a  courting  to  the  mufe. 
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But  ftill  fome  difFerence  we  find 
'Twixt  goddeffes  and  human  kind  ; 
The  mufes'  favours  are  ideal. 
The  ladies'  fcarce,  but  always  real. 
The  poet  can,  with  little  pain. 
Create  a  miftrefs  in  his  brain. 
Heap  each  attraction,  every  grace 
That  Ihould  adorn  the  mind  or  face. 
On  Delia,  Phyllis,  with  a  fcore 
Of  PhylliJJes  and  Delias  more. 
Or  as  the  whim  of  paffion  burns. 
Can  court  each  frolic  mufe  by  turns  ; 
Nor  (hall  one  word  of  blame  be  faid, 
Altho'  he  take  them  all  to  bed. 
The  mufe  detefts  coquettry's  guilt. 
Nor  apes  the  manners  of  a  jilt. 

Jilt!  O  diflioneft  hateful  name. 
Your  fex's  pride,  your  fex's  Ihame, 
Which  often  bait  their  treacherous  hook 
With  fmile  endearing,  winning  look. 
And  wind  them  in  the  eafy  heart 
Of  man,  with  moft  enfnaring  art. 
Only  to  torture  and  betray 
The  wretcli  they  mean  to  caft  away. 
No  doubt  'tis  charmhtg  pleafant  angling 
To  fee  the  poor  fond  creatures  dangling. 
Who  rufh  like  gudgeons  to  the  bait. 
And  gorge  the  mifchief  they  fhould  hate. 
Yet  fure  fuch  cruelties  deface 
Your  virtues  of  their  faireft  grace. 
4 
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And  pity,  which  in  woman's  breaft. 
Should  fwim  at  top  of  all  the  reft, 
Muft  fuch  infidious  fport  condemn. 
Which  play  to  you,  is  death  to  them. 

So  have  I  often  read  or  heard. 
Though  both  upon  a  trav'ller's  word, 
(Authority  may  pafs  it  down. 
So,  i;/"^t?  Travels,  by  Ed.  Brown) 
At  Metz,  a  dreadful  engine  ftands, 
Form'd  like  a  maid,  with  folded  hands. 
Which  finely  dreft,  with  primmeft  grace. 
Receives  the  culprit's  firft  embrace; 
But  at  the  fecond  (difmal  wonder!) 
Unfolds,  clafps,  cuts  his  heart  afunder. 

You'll  fay,  perhaps,  I  love  to  rail. 
We'll  end  the  matter  with  a  tale. 

A  Robin  once,  who  lov'd  to  ftray. 
And  hop  about  from  fpray  to  fpray. 
Familiar  as  the  folks  were  kind. 
Nor  thought  of  mifchief  in  his  mind. 
Slight  favours  make  the  bold  prefume. 
Would  flutter  round  the  lady's  room. 
And  carelefs  often  take  his  (land 
Upon  the  lovely  Flavian  hand. 
The  nymph,  'tis  faid,  his  freedom  fought, 
— In  (hort,  the  trifling  fool  was  caught ; 
And  happy  in  the  fair  one's  grace. 
Would  not  accept  an  Eagle's  place; 
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And  while  the  nymph  was  kind  as  fair, 
"Wifh'd  not  to  gain  his  native  air. 
But  thought  he  bargained  to  his  coft. 
To  gain  the  liberty  he  loft. 

Till  at  the  laft,  a  fop  was  feen, 
A  parrot,  drefs'd  in  red  and  green. 
Who  could  not  boaft  one  genuine  note, 
But  chatter'd,  fwore  and  ly'd— by  rote. 
"  Nonfenfe  and  noife  will  oft  prevail, 
««  When  honour  and  affeftion  fail." 
The  lady  lik'd  her  foreign  gueft, 
Jor  novelty  will  pleafe  the  beft ; 
And  whether  it  is  lace  or  fan. 
Or  filk,  or  china,  bird  or  man. 
None  fare  can  think  it  wrong,  or  ftrange. 
That  ladies  (hould  admire  a  change. 
The  Parrot  now  came  into  play. 
The  Robin!  he  had  had  his  day. 
But  could  not  brook  the  nymph's  difdain. 
So  fled— and  ne'er  came  back  again. 
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Y  prcdeceffors  often  ufe 
To  cobble  \erfe  as  well  as  flioes ; 
AsPartridge  (w'^i?  Swift's .difputes) 
"Who  turn'd  Bootes  into  boots. 
Ah ! — Partridge  ! — I'll  be  bold  to  fay 
Was  a  rare  fcholar  in  his  day ; 
He'd  tell  you  when  t'wou'd  rain,  and  when 
The  weather  would  be  fine  agen ; 
Precifely  when  your  honts  Jhould  ache. 
And  when  grow  found,  by  th'  almanack. 
For  he  knew  ev'ry  thing,  d'ye  fee. 
By,  what  d'ye  call't,  aftrology. 
And  fkiird  in  all  the  flarry  fyftem. 
Foretold  events,  and  often  mift'em. 
And  then  it  griev'd  me  fore  to  look 
Juft  at  the  heel-piece  of  his  book. 
Where  flood  a  man.  Lord  blefs  my  heart! 
{No  doubt  by  mattheiu  matkh  art,) 
Naked,  expos 'd  to  public  view. 
And  darts  ftuck  in  him  througli^  and  through. 
I  warrant  him  fome  hardy  fool. 
Who  fcorn'd  to  follow  wifdom's  rule, 

R  1  And 


346  LLOYD'S     POEMS. 

And  dar'd  blafphemoufly  defpife 
Our  doftor's  knowledge  in  the  Ikies. 
Full  dearly  he  abides  his  laugh, 
I'm  fure  'tis  Swift,  or  Bickerstaff, 

Excufe  this  bit  of  a  digrefTion, 
A  cobbler's  is  a  learn'd  profeflion. 
Why  may  not  I  too  couple  rhimes  ? 
My  wit  will  not  difgiace  the  times  ; 
I  too,  forfooth,  among  the  reft. 
Claim  one  advantage,  and  the  beft, 
I  fcarce  know  writing,  have  no  reading. 
Nor  any  kind  of  fcholar  breeding ; 
And  ^wanting  that's  the  fole  foundation 
Of  half  your  poets'  reputation. 
While  genius,  perfedl  at  its  birth. 
Springs  up,  like  mufhrooms  from  the  earth. 

You  know  they  fend  me  to  and  fro 
To  carry  meffages  or  fo  ; 
And  though  I'm  fomewhat  old  and  crazy, 
I'm  ftill  of  fervice  to  the  lazy. 
For  our  good  fquire  has  no  great  notion 
Of  much  alacrity  in  motion. 
And  when  there's  miles  betwixt  you  know 
Would  ia.ther /efid  by  half  than  go; 
Then  I'm  difpatch'd  to  travel  hard. 
And  bear  myfelf  by  way  of  card. 
I'm  a  two-legg'd  excufe  to  fhow 
Why  other  people  cannot  go; 


And 
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And  merit  fure  I  muft  affume. 

For  once  I  went  in  Garrick's  room. 

In  my  old  age,  'twere  wond'rous  hard 
To  come  to  town,  as  trav'IIing  card. 
Then  let  the  poft  convey  me  there. 
The  clerk's  diredion  tell  him  where. 
For,  thouo-h  I  ramble  at  this  rate 
He  writes  it  all,  and  I  didate'. 
For  I'm  refolv'd — by  help  of  neighbour, 
(Who  keeps  a  fchool,  and  goes  to  labour) 
To  tell  you  all  things  as  they  pad ; 
Cobblers  will  go  beyond  their  laft. 
And  fo  I'm  told  will  authors  too, 
— But  that's  a  point  I  leave  to  you  ; 
Cobbling  extends  a  thoufand  ways. 
Some  cobble  fhoes,  fome  cobble  plays; 
Some— but  this  jingle's  vaftly  clever. 
It  makes  a  body  write  for  ever. 
While  with  the  motion  of  the  pen. 
Method  pops  in  and  out  agen. 
So,  as  I  faid,  I  thought  it  better. 
To  fet  me  down  and  think  a  letter. 
And  without  any  more  ado. 
Seal  up  my  mind,  and  fend  it  you. 
You'll  aflc  me,  mafter,  why  I  chufe 
To  plague  your  worfliip  with  my  mufe  ? 
I'll  tell  you  then — will  truth  offend  ? 
Though  cobbler,  yet  I  love  my  friend. 
Befides,  I  like  you  merry  folks. 
Who  make  their  puns,  and  crack  their  jokes ; 

R  4  Your 
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Your  jovial  hearts  are  never  wrong, 

I  love  a  ftory,  or  a  fong ; 

But  always  feel  moft  grievous  qualms. 

From  Wesley's  hymns,  or  Wisdom's  pfalms  *. 

My  father  often  told  me,  one  day 
Was  for  religion — that  was  Sunday, 
When  I  fhoulJ  go  to  prayers  twice. 
And  hear  our  parfon  battle  vice ; 
And  drefs'd  in  all  my  finefl:  cloaths, 
Twang  t\i^  pfalmoddy  through  my  nofe. 
But  betwixt  churches,  for  relief. 
Eat  bak'd  plumb-pudding,  and  roaft-beef  5 
And  chearful,  without  fin,  regale 
With  good  home-brew 'd,  and  nappy  ale. 
But  not  one  word  ol  fafiing  greetings. 
And  dry  religious  finging  meetings. 
But  here  comes  folks  a-preaching  to  us 
A/aviiig  dodrine  to  tindo  us, 
Whofe  notions  fanciful  and  fcurvy. 
Turn  old  religion  topfy-turvy. 
I'll  give  my  pleafure  up  for  no  man 
And  an"tl  right  now,  matter  Show-man  ? 
You  feem'd  to  me  a  perfon  civil. 
Our  parfon  gives  you  to  the  devil ; 
And  fays,  as  how,  that  after  grace. 
You  laugh'd  direftly  in  his  face ; 

*  Robert  Wifdom  was  an  early  frannator  of  the  Pfalm-»  Wood 
fays,  "  he  was  a  good  Latin  and  Euglifh  post  of  his  time."  He 
died  1562. 

■        '      Ay, 
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Ay,  laugh 'd  out-right  (as  I'm  a  finner) 
I  fhould  have  lik'd  t'  have  been  at  dinner. 
Not  for  the  fake  of  mailer's  fare. 
But  to  have  feen,  the  doftor  ftarc. 
Odzooks,  I  think,  he's   perfeft  mad, 
Scar'd  out  of  all  the  wits  he  had. 
For  Vvherefoe'er  the  doftor  comes. 
He  pulls  his  wig,  and  bites  his  thumbs. 
And  mutters,  in  a  broken  rage. 
The  Minor,  Garrick,  Foote,  the  Stage  ; 
(For  I  muft  blab  it  out — but  hift. 
His  reverence  is  a  methodiji J 
And  preaches  like  an  errant  fury, 
'Gainfl  all  jovixjhon.u  folks  about  Drury, 
Says  aftors  all  are  hellifh  imps. 
And  managers  the  devil's  pimps. 
He  knows  not  what  he  fets  about ; 
Puts  on  his  furplice  infide  out, 
Miilakes  the  leflbns  in  the  church. 
Or  leaves  a  collefl  in  the  lurch  ; 
And  t'other  day — God  help  his  head. 
The  gardner's  wife  being  brought  to  bed. 
When  fent  for  to  baptize  the  child 
His  wig  awry,  and  flaring  wild, 
He  laid  the  prayer-book  flat  before  him. 
And  read  the  burial  fervice  o'er  him. 
— The  folks  muft  wait  without  their  (hoes. 
For  I  muft;  tell  you  all  the  news. 
For  we  have  had  a  deal  to  do. 
Our  fquire's  become  a  Ihow-man  too ! 

And 
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And  horfe  and  foot  arrive  in  flocks. 
To  fee  his  wprfiiip's  famous  rocks, 
Whilft,  he  with  humorous  delight. 
Walks  all  about  and  (hews  the  fight. 
Points  out  the  place,  where  trembling  you 
Had  like  t'  have  bid  the  world  adieu  ; 
It  bears  the  fad  remembrance  ftill. 
And  people  call  it  Garrick's  Hill. 
The  goats  their  ufual  diftance  keep. 
We  never  have  recourfe  to  fheep ; 
And  the  whole  fcene  wants  nothing  now. 
Except  your  ferry-boat  and  cow. 
I  had  a  great  deal  more  to  fay. 
But  I  am  fent  exprefs  away. 
To  fetch  the  fquire"s  three  children  down 
To  TissiNGTON  from  Derby  town; 
And  Allen  fays  he'll  mend  my  rhime. 
When  e'er  I  write  a  fecond  time. 
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TTNUS'D  to  verfe,  and  tir'd,  Heav'n  knows, 
^-^    Of  drudging  on  in  heavy  profe. 
Day  after  day,  year  after  year. 
Which  I  have  fent  the  Gazetteer; 
Now,  for  the  firft  time,  I  effay 
To  write  in  your  own  eafy  way. 
And  now,  O  Lloyd,  I  wifli  I  had. 
To  go  that  road  your  ambling  pad. 
While  you,  with  all  a  poet's  pride. 
On  the  great  horfe  of  verfe  might  ride. 
You  leave  the  road  that's  rough  and  ftoney, 
'\o  pace  and  whlftle  with  your  poney  ; 
Sad  proof  to  us  you're  lazy  grown. 
And  fear  to  gall  your  huckle-bone. 
For  he  who  rides  a  nag  fo  fmall, 
WiM  foon,  we  fear,  ride  none  at  all. 

There  are,  and  nought  gives  more  offence. 
Who  have  fome  fav'rite  excellence. 
Which  evermore  they  introduce. 
And  bring  it  into  conftant  ufe. 
Thus  Gar  RICK  ftill  in  ev'ry  part 
Has  paufe,  and  attitude,  and  ftart : 

The 
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The  paufe,  I  will  allow,  is  good. 
And  fo,  perhaps,  the  attitude ; 
The  ftart  too's  fine:  but  if  not  fcarce. 
The  tragedy  becomes  a  farce. 

I  have  too,  pardon  me,  fome  quarrel. 

With  other  branches  of  your  laurel. 

I  hate  the  ftile,  that  ftill  defends 

Yourfelf,  or  praifes  all  your  friends. 

As  if  the  club  of  wits  was  met 

To  make  eulogiums  on  the  Set; 

Say,  muft  the  town  for  ever  hear. 

And  no  Re^viexver  dare  to  fneer. 

Of  Thornton's  humour,  Garrick's  nature. 

And  Colman's  wit,  and  Churchill's  fatire  ? 

Churchill,  who — let  it  not  offend. 

If  I  make  free,  though  he's  your  friend. 

And  fure  we  cannot  want  excufe. 

When  Churchill's  nam'd,  for  fmart  abufe— 

Churchill!  who  ever  loves  to  raife 

On  flandcr's  dung  his  mufhroom  bays  : 

The  priefl:,  I  grant,  has  fomething  clever, 

A  fomething  that  will  lafl:  for  ever  : 

Let  him,  in  part,  be  made  your  pattern, 

Whofe  mufe,  now  queen,  and  now  a  flattern, 

Trick'd  out  in  Rosciad  rules  the  roafi:, 

']  urns  trapes  and  trollop  in  the  Ghost, 

By  turns  both  tickles  us,  and  warms. 

And,  drunk  or  fober,  has  her  charms. 


Garrick 
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Garrick,  to  whom  with  lath  and  plaifter 
You  try  to  raife  a  fine  pilafter. 
And  found  on  Lear  and  Macbeth, 
His  monument  e'en  after  death, 
Garrick 's  a  dealer  in  grimaces, 
A  haberdafher  of  wry  faces, 
A  hypocrite,  in  all  his  ftages. 
Who  laughs  and  cries  for  hire  and  wages ; 
As  undertakers'  men  draw  grief 
From  onion  in  their  handkerchief. 
Like  real  mourners  cry  and  fob. 
And  of  their  paffions  make  a  job. 

And  CoLMAN  too,  that  little  finner. 
That  eflay-weaver,  drama-fpinner. 
Too  much  the  comic  Sock  will  ufe. 
For  'tis  the  law  mufl:  find  him  Shoes. 
And  though  he  thinks  on  fame's  wide  ocean 
He  fwims,  and  has  a  pretty  motion. 
Inform  him,  Lloyd,  for  all  his  grin 
That  Harry  Fielding  holds  his  chin. 

Now  higher  foar,  my  mufe,  and  higher. 
To  Bonn  EL  Thornton,  hight  Efquire! 
The  only  man  to  make  us  laugh, 
A  very  Peter  Paragraph; 
The  grand  conducler  and  advifer 
In  Chronicle,  and  Advertiser, 
Who  ftill  delights  to  run  his  rig 
On  Citizen  and  Periwig! 

Good 
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Good  fenfe,  I  know,  though  dafh'd  %vith  oddity. 

In  Thornton  is  no  fcarce  commodity; 

Much  learning  too  I  can  defcry. 

Beneath  his  perriwig  doth  lie.— — 

■    '     I  beg  his  pardon,  I  declare. 

His  grizzle's  gone  for  greafy  hair. 

Which  now  the  wag  with  cafe  can  fcrue. 

With  dirty  ribband  in  a  queue — 

But  why  neglefi:  (his  trade  forfaking 

For  fcribbling,  and  for  merry-making,} 

With  tye  to  overfhade  that  brain. 

Which  might  have  Ihone  in  Warwick-Lane  ? 

Why  not,  with  fpeflacles  on  nofe. 

In  chariot  lazily  repofe, 

A  formal,  pompous,  deep  phyfician. 

Himself  a  Sign-post  exhibition  ? 

But  hold;,  my  Mufe!  you  run  a-head  : 
And  where 's  the  clue  that  (hall  unthread 
The  maze,  wherein  you  are  entangled  ? 
While  out  of  tune  the  bells  are  jangled 
Through  rhimes  rough  road  that  ferve  to  deck 
My  jaded  Pegafus  his  neck. 
My  mufe  with  Lloyd  alone  contends: 
Why  then  fall  foul  upon  his  friends  ? 
LJnlefs  to  fhew,  like  handy-dandy. 
Or  Churchill's  Ghost,  or  Tristram  Shandy, 
l\ow  here,  now  there,  with  quick  progreffion. 
How  fmartly  you  can  make  digrefiion : 

Your 
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Your  rambling  fpirit  now  confine. 
And  fpeak  to  Lloyd  in  ev'ry  line. 


Tell  me  then,  Lloyd,  what  is't  you  mean 
By  cobbling  up  a  Magazine  ? 
A  Magazine,  a  wretciied  Olio 
Purloin'd  from  quarto  and  from  folio. 
From  Pamphlet,  News-paper,  and  Book  ; 
Which  toft  up  by  a  monthly  cook. 
Borrows  fine  fhapes,  and  titles  new. 
Of  fricafee  and  rich  ragout. 
Which  dunces  drefs,  as  well  as  you. 

Say,  is't  for  you,  your  wit  to  coop. 
And  tumble  through  this  narrow  hoop  ? 
The  body  thrives,  and  fo  the  mind. 
When  both  are  free  and  unconfin'd; 
But  hamefs'd  in  like  hackney  tit. 
To  run  the  monthly  ftage  of  wir. 
The  racer  ftumbles  in  the  fhaft. 
And  fhews  he  was  not  meant  for  draft. 
Pot-bellied  gluttons,  flaves  of  tafte. 
Who  bind  in  leathern  belt  their  waifc. 
Who  lick  their  lips  at  ham  or  haunch. 
But  hate  to  fee  the  ftrutting  paunch. 
Full  often  rue  the  pain  that's  felt 
From  circumfcription  of  the  belt. 
Thus  women  too  we  ideots  call. 
Who  lace  their  fiiapes  too  clofe  and  fmall. 


Tighe 


2s5  LLOYD'S     POEMS. 

Tight  ftays,  they  find,  oft  end  in  humps. 

And  take,  too  late,  alas!  to  jumps. 

The  Chinefe  ladies  cramp  their  feet. 

Which  feem,  indeed,  both  fmall  and  neat. 

While  the  dear  creatures  laugh  and  talk. 

And  can  do  ev'ry  thing — but  walk; 

Thus  you,  "  who  trip  it  as  you  go 

On  the  light  fantaftic  toe," 

And  in  the  Ring  are  ever  feen. 

Or  Roiten-Rovj  of  Magazine, 

Will  cramp  your  mufe  in  four-foot  verfe. 

And  find  at  laft  your  eafc  your  curfe. 

Clio  already  humbly  begs 

You'd  give  her  leave  to  ftretch  her  legs. 

For  though  foraetimes  fhe  takes  a  leap. 

Yet  quadrupeds  can  only  creep. 

While  Namby-Pamby  thus  you  fcribble. 
Your  manly  genius  a  mere  fribble, 
Pinn'd  down,  and  fickly,  cannot  vapour. 
Nor  dares  to  fpring,  or  cut  a  caper. 

Roufe  then,  for  lliame,  your  ancient  fplrit! 
Write  a  great  work !  a  work  of  merit ! 
The  conduft  of  your  friend  examine. 
And  give  a  Prophecy  of  Famine; 
Or  like  yourfelf,  in  days  of  yore. 
Write  Actors,  as  you  did  before: 
Write  what  may  pow'rful  friends  create  you. 
And  make  your  prefent  friends  all  hate  you. 

Learn 
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Learn  not  a  fhuffling,  fliambling,  pace. 

But  go  ereft  with  manly  grace ; 

For  Ovid  fays,  and  pr'ythee  heed  it, 

Os  homini  fuhlime  dedit^ 

But  if  you  ftill  wafte  all  your  prime 

In  fpinning  Lilliputian  rhyme. 

Too  long  your  genius  will  lie  fallow. 

And  Robert  Lloyd  be  Robert  Shallow, 
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A      FAMILIAR     EPISTLE     TO     A     FRIEND* 


B 


RING  paper.  Ash,  and  let  me  fend 
My  hearty  fervice  to  my  friend. 


How  pure  the  paper  looks  and  white  t 
What  pity  'tis  that  folks  will  write. 
And  on  the  face  of  candour  fcrawl 
With  defperate  ink,  and  heart  of  gall! 
Yet  thus  it  often  fares  with  thofe 
Who,  gay  and  eafy  in  ihtiv  profe. 
Incur  ill-nature's  ugly  crime. 
And  lay  about  'em  in  their  rhyme. 

No  man  more  generous,  frank  and  kind. 
Of  more  ingenuous  focial  mind. 
Than  Churchill,  yet  though  Churchill  hear, 
I  will  pronounce  him  too  fevere. 
For,  whether  fcribbled  at  or  not. 
He  writes  no  name  without  a  blot. 

Yet  let  me  urge  one  honeft  plea  ? 
Say,  is  the  Mufe  in  fault  or  He  ? 
The  man,  whofe  genius  thirfts  for  praife. 
Who  boldly  plucks,  not  waits  the  bays ; 
Who  drives  his  rapid  car  along. 
And  feels  the  energy  of  fong ; 
Writes,  from  the  impulfe  of  the  Mufe, 
What  fober  reafon  might  refufe. 


My 
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My  Lord,  who  lives  and  writes  at  eafe, 
(Sure  to  be  pleas'd,  as  fure  to  pleafe) 
And  draws  from  filver-ftand  his  pen. 
To  fcribble  fonnets  non^  and  then  ; 
Who  writes  not  what  he  truly  feels. 
But  rather  what  he  flily  fteals. 
And  patches  up,  in  courtly  phrafe. 
The  manly  fenfe  of  better  days; 
Whofe  dainty  Mufe  is  only  kift; 
But  as  his  dainty  Lordfhip  lift. 
Who  treats  her  like  a  Mijlrefs  ftill. 
To  turn  her  off,  and  keep  at  will ; 
Knows  not  the  labour,  pains,  and  ftrife. 
Of  him  who  takes  the  Mufe  to  Wife, 
For  then  the  poor  good-natur'd  man 
Muft  bear  his  burden  as  he  can ; 
And  if  my  lady  prove  a  fhrew. 
What  would  you  have  the  hufband  do  ? 

Say,  fliould  he  thwart  her  inclination 
To  work  his  own,  and  her  vexation  ? 
Or  giving  madam  all  her  rein. 
Make  marriage  but  a  filken  chain? 
Thus  we,  who  lead  poetic  lives. 
The  hen-peck'd  culls  of  vixen  wives. 
Receive  their  orders,  and  obey. 
Like  hulbands  in  the  common  way : 
And  when  we  write  with  too  much  phlegm. 
The  fault  is  not  in  us,  but  them: 
True  fervants  always  at  command. 
We  hold  the  pen:  they  z^de  the  hand* 

^^  Sz  Why 
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Why  need  I  urge  fo  plain  a  faft 
To  you  who  catch  me  in  the  aft  ? 
And  fee  me,  (ere  I've  faid  my  grace. 
That  is,  put  Sir  in  proper  place. 
Or  with  epiftolary  bow. 
Have  prefac'd,  as  I  fcarce  know  how,) 
You  fee  me,  as  I  faid  before. 
Run  up  and  down  a  page  or  more. 
Without  one  word  of  tribute  due 
;  To  friendihip's  altar,  and  to  you. 
Accept,  then,  in  or  out  of  time. 
My  honeft  thanks,  though  writ  in  rhyme. 
And  thefe  once  paid,  (to  obligations 
Repeated  thanks  grow  ftale  vexations. 
And  hurt  the  liberal  donor  more 
Than  all  his  lavifh  gifts  before,) 
I  fkip  about,  as  whim  prevails. 
Like  your  own  frifky  goats  in  Wa  l  e  s. 
And  follow  where  the  Mufe  (hall  lead. 
O'er  hedge  and  ditch,  o'er  hill  or  mead. 

Well  might  the  *  Lordly  writer  praife 
The  firft  inventor  of  EJJays, 
Where  wanton  fancy  gaily  rambles. 
Walks,  paces,  gallops,  trots,  and  ambles  j 
And  all  things  may  be  fung  or  faid. 
While  drowfy  Method's  gone  to  bed. 
And  bleft  the  poet,  or  the  rhymift, 
(For  furely  none  of  the  fublimeft) 

•  Shaftibury. 
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Who  prancing  in  his  eafy  mode, 
Down  this  epiftolary  road, 
Firft  taught  the  Mufe  to  play  the  fool, 
A  truant  from  the  pedant's  fchool. 
And  Ikipping,  like  a  tajielefs  dunce. 
O'er  all  the  Uniti  es  at  once ; 
(For  fo  we  keep  but  clink  and  rhyme, 
A  fig  for  Action,  Place,  and  Time.) 

But  critics,  (who  ftill  judge  by  rules, 
Tranfmitted  down  as  guides  to  fools. 
And  howfoc'er  they  prate  about  'em. 
Drawn  from  wife  folks  who  writ  without  'em;) 
Will  blame  this  frolic,  wild  excurfion. 
Which  fancy  takes  for  her  diverfion. 
As  inconfiftent  with  the  law. 
Which  keeps  the  fober  Mufe  in  awe. 
Who  dares  not  for  her  life  difpenfe. 
With  fuch  mechanic  chains  for  fenfe. 

Yet  men  are  often  apt  to  blame 
Thofe  errors  they'd  be  proud  to  claim. 
And  if  their  Ikill,  of  pigmy  fize. 
To  glorious  darings  cannot  rife. 
From  critic  fpleen  and  pedant  phlegm. 
Would  make  all  genius  creep  with  them. 

Nay,  e'en  profeffors  of  the  art. 
To  prove  their  wit  betray  their  heart. 
And  fpeak  againft  themfelves,  to  fhow. 
What  they  would  hate  the  world  (hou'd  know, 

S  3  As 
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As  when  the  meafur'd  couplets  curfe. 
The  manacles  of  Gothic  verfe. 
While  the  trim  bard  in  eafy  ftrains. 
Talks  much  oi fetters,  clogs,  and  chains; 
He  only  aims  that  you  fhould  think. 
How  charmingly  he  makes  them  clink. 
So  have  I  feen  in  tragic  ftride. 
The  hero  of  the  Mourning  Bride, 
Sullen  and  fulky  tread  the  ftage. 
Till,  fixt  attention  to  engage. 
He  flings  his  fetter'd  arms  about. 
That  all  may  find  Alphonso  out. 

Oft  have  I  heard  it  faid  by  thofe. 
Who  moft  fliou'd  blulh  to  be  her  foes. 
That  rhyme's  impertinent  vexation. 
Shackles  the  brave  imagination. 
Which  longs  vc ith  eager  zeal  to  try 
Her  tracklefs  path  above  the  fky. 
But  that  the  clog  upon  her  feet, 
Rellrains  her  flight,  and  damps  her  heat. 

From  BoiLEAU  down  to  his  tranflators. 
Dull  paraphrafts,  and  imitators. 
All  rail  at  metre  at  the  time 
They  write  and  owe  their  fenfe  to  rhyme. 
Had  H  E  fo  maul'd  his  gentle  foe. 
But  for  that  lucky  word  Qu  i  n  e  a  u  t  ? 
Or  had  his  ftrokes  been  half  fo  fine. 
Without  that  clofing  name  Cotin  ? 


Yet 
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Yet  dares  He  on  this  very  theme. 
His  own  Apollo  to  blafpheme. 
And  talk  of  wars  'twixt  rhyme  and  {enCe, 
And  murders  which  enfu'd  from  thence. 
As  if  they  both  refolv'd  to  meet. 
Like  Theban  fons,  in  mutual  heat. 
Forgetful  of  the  ties  of  brother. 
To  maim  and  malTacre  each  other. 

'Tis  true,  fometimes  to  Qoftive  brains, 
A  couplet  cofts  exceeding  pains  ; 
But  where  the  fancy  waits  the  fkill 
Of  fluent  eafy  drefs  at  v/ill. 
The  thoughts  are  oft,  like  colts  which  ftray 
From  fertile  meads,  and  lofe  their  way, 
Clapt  up  and  faften'd  in  the  pound 
Of  meafur'd  rhyme,  and  barren  found. 

— What  are  thefe  jarring  notes  I  hear. 
Grating  harfli  difcord  on  my  ear ! 
How  fhrill,  how  coarfe,  th'  unfettled  tone. 
Alternate  'twixt  a  fqueak  and  drone, 
Worfe  than  the  fcrannel  pipe  of  ftraw. 
Or  mufic  grinding  on  a  faw! 
Will  none  that  horrid  fiddle  break  ? 
— O  fpare  it  for  GiARDiNi'sfake, 
'Tis  His,  and  only  errs  by  chance, 
Play'd  by  the  hand  of  ignorance. 

From  this  allufion  I  infer, 
'Tis  not  the  art,  but  artifts  err, 

S  4  And 
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And  rhyme's  a  fiddle,  fvveet  indeed. 
When  touch'd  by  thofe  who  well  can  lead, 
Whofe  varied  notes  harmonious  flow. 
In  tones  prolong'd  from  fweeping  bow  ; 
Eut  harlh  the  founds  to  ear  and  mind. 
From  the  poor  fidler  lame  and  blind. 
Who  begs  in  mufic  at  your  door. 
And  thrums  Jack  Latin  o'er  and  o'er. 

Some  MiLTON-mad,  (an  afFedation 
Glean 'd  up  from  college  education) 
Approve  no  verfe,  but  that  which  flows 
In  epithetic  meafur'd  profe. 
With  trim  expreffions  daily  dreft 
Stol'n,  mifapply'd,  and  not  confeft. 
And  call  it  writing  in  the  ftile 
Of  that  great  Homer  of  our  ifle. 
Whilom^  nvhat  time,  eftfoons  and  erji, 
(So  profe  is  oftentimes  bemerji) 
Sprinkled  with  quaint  fantailic  phrafe. 
Uncouth  to  ears  of  modern  days. 
Make  up  the  metre,  which  they  call 
Blank,  CLAssiCK  blank,  their  All  in  All, 

Can  only  blank  admit  fublime  ? 
Go  read  and  meafure  Dryden's  rhyme. 
Admire  the  magic  of  his  fong. 
See  how  his  numbers  roll  along. 
With  eafe  and  ftrength  and  varied  paufe, 
Norcramp'd  by  found,  nor  metre's  laws. 
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Is  harmony  the  gift  of  rhyme  ? 
Read,  if  you  can,  your  Milton's  chime; 
Where  tafte,  not  wantonly  fevere. 
May  find  the  meafure,  not  the  ear. 

As  rhyme,  rich  rhyme,  was  Dr  yd  en's  choice. 
And  blank  has  Milton's  nobler  voice, 
I  deem  it  as  the  fubjedls  lead. 
That  either  meafure  will  fucceed. 
That  rhyme  will  readily  admit 
Of  fancy,  numbers,  force  and  wit; 
But  though  each  couplet  has  its  ftrength. 
It  palls  in  works  of  epic  length. 

For  who  can  bear  to  read  or  hear. 
Though  not  offenfive  to  the  ear. 
The  mighty  Blackmore  gravely  fing 
Of  Arthur  Prince,  and  Arthur  King, 
Heroic  poems  without  number. 
Long,  lifelefs,  leaden,  lulling  lumberj 
Nor  pity  fuch  laborious  toil. 
And  lofs  of  midnight  time  and  oil  ? 
Yet  glibly  runs  each  jingling  line. 
Smoother,  perhaps,  than  yours  or  mine. 
But  ftill,  (though  peace  be  to  the  dead,) 
The  dull,  dull  poems  weigh  down  lead. 

So  have  I  feen  upon  the  road, 
A  waggon  of  a  mountain's  load, 
Broad-wheel'd  and  drawn  by  horfes  eight, 
Pair'd  like  great  folks  who  ftrut  in  ftate; 

While 
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While  the  gay  Heeds,  as  proud  as  ftrong. 
Drag  the  flow  tottering  weight  along. 
Each  as  the  fteep  afcent  he  climbs. 
Moves  to  his  bells,  and  walks  in  chimes. 

The  Mufes  dwelt  on  Ovid's  tongue. 
For  Ovid  never  faid,  hat fmg. 
And  Pope  (for  Pope  afFefts  the  fame) 
In  numbers  li/p^d,  for  numbers  ca?ne. 
Thus,  in  hiftoric  page  I've  read 
Of  fome  queen's  daughter,  fairy-bred, 
"Who  could  not  either  cough  or  fpit. 
Without  fome  precious  flow  of  wit. 
While  her  fair  lips  were  as  a  fpout. 
To  tumble  pearls  and  diamonds  out. 

Yet,  though  dame  nature  may  beftow 
This  knack  of  verfe,  and  jingling  flow  : 
(And  thoufands  have  that  impulfe  felt. 
With  whom  the  Mufes  never  dwelt) 
Though  it  may  fave  the  lab'ring  brain 
From  many  a  thought-perplexing  pain. 
And  while  the  rhyme  prefents  itfelf. 
Leaves  Byssh  e  untouch'd  upon  the  flielf  j 
Yet  more  demands  the  critic  ear. 
Than  the  two  catch-words  in  the  rear. 
Which  ftand  like  watchmen  in  the  clofe. 
To  keep  the  verfe  from  being  profe, 
But  when  refleftion  has  refin'd 
This  boifl'rous  bias  of  the  mind. 


When 
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Wlien  harmony  enriches  fenfe. 

And  borrows  ftronger  charms  from  thence. 

When  genius  fleers  by  judgment's  laws 

When  proper  cadence,  varied  paufe 

Shew  nature's  ftrength  combin'd  with  art. 

And  through  the  ear  poflefs  the  heart; 

Then  numbers  come,  and  all  before 

Is  bab,  dab,  fcab — mere  rhymes — no  more. 

Some  boaft,  which  none  could  e'er  impart, 
A  fecret  principle  of  art. 
Which  gives  a  melody  to  rhyme 
Unknown  to  Bards  in  antient  time. 
And  BoiLEAU  leaves  it  as  a  rule 
To  all  who  enter  Phoebus'  fchool. 
To  make  the  metre  ftrong  and  fine. 
Poets  write  firft  your /ecofid  line. 
'Tis  folly  all — No  poet  flows 
In  tuneful  verfe,  who  thinks  in  profe  ; 
And  all  the  mighty  fecret  here 
Lies  in  the  nicenefs  of  the  ear. 

E'en  in  this  meafure,  when  the  mufe. 
With  genuine  eafe,  her  way  purfues. 
Though  (he  affeft  to  hide  her  flcill. 
And  walks  the  town  in  difhabille. 
Something  peculiar  will  be  feen 
Of  air,  or  grace,  in  Ihape  or  mien. 
Which  will,  though  carelefly  difplay'd, 
Diftinguifh  Madam  from  her  maid. 

Here, 
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Here,  by  the  way  of  critic  fample-, 
I  give  the  precept  and  example. 
Four  feet,  you  know,  in  ev'ty  line 
Is  Prior's  meafure,  and  is  mine; 
Yet  Tafte  wou'd  ne'er  forgive  the  crime 
To  talk  of  mine  with  Prior's  rhyme. 

Yet,  take  it  on  a  Poet's  word. 
There  are  who  foolifhiy  have  err'd. 
And  marr'd  their  proper  reputation. 
By  flicking  clofe  to  imitation. 
A  double  rhyme  is  often  fought 
At  ftrange  expence  of  time  and  thought ; 
And  though  fometimes  a  lucky  hit 
May  give  a  zeft  to  Butler's  wit; 
Whatever  makes  the  meafure  halt 
Is  beauty  feldora,  oft  a  fault. 
For  when  we  fee  the  wit  and  pains. 
The  twifting  of  the  ftubborn  brains. 
To  cramp  the  fenfe  within  the  bound 
Of  fome  queer  double  treble  found : 
Hard  is  the  Mufe's  travail,  and  'tis  plain 
'Tis  pinion'd  fenfe,  and  Ease  in  Pain; 
'Tis  like  a  foot  that's  wrapt  about 
With  flannel  in  the  racking  gout. 
But  here,  methinks,  'tis  more  than  time 
To  wave  both  fimile  and  rhyme ; 
For  while,  as  pen  and  Mufes  pleafe, 
I  talk  fo  much  of  eafe  and  eafe. 


Though 
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Though  the  word's  mentlon'd  o'er  and  o'er, 
I  fcarce  have  thought  of  yours  before. 

'Tis  true,  when  writing  to  one's  friend^ 
'Tis  a  rare  fcience  when  to  end. 
As  'tis  with  wits  a  common  fin 
To  want  th'  attention  to  begin. 
So,  Sir,  (at  laft  indeed)  adieu. 
Believe  me,  as  you'll  find  me,  true; 
And  if  henceforth,  at  any  time, 
Apollo  whifpers  you  in  rhyme. 
Or  Lady  Fancy  fhould  difpofe 
Your  mind  to  fally  out  in  prole, 
I  Ihall  receive,  with  hallow 'd  awe. 
The  Mufe's  mail  from  Flex  key's  </mw, 
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TO      A      FRIEND      WHO      SENT       THE      AUTHOR      A 
HAMPER      OF      WINE. 

Decipit  Exemplar  'vitjis  imitahile.  HoR, 

r?OND  of  the  loofe  familiar  vein, 

'"-     Which  neither  tires,  nor  cracks  the  brain. 

The  Mufe  is  rather  truant  grown 

To  buckram  works  of  higher  tone ; 

And  though  perhaps  her  pcw'rs  of  rhyme. 

Might  rife  to  fancies  more  fublime. 

Prefers  this  eafy  down-hill  road. 

To  dangerous  leaps  at  five-barr'd  Ode, 

Or  ftarting  in  the  Claffic  race 

Jack-booted  for  an  Ep  i  c  chace. 

That  Bard,  as  other  Bards,  divine. 
Who  was  afacris  to  the  Nine, 
Dan  Prior  I  mean,  with  natural  eafe, 
f  For  what's  not  nature  cannot  pleafe) 
Would  fometimes  make  his  rhyming  bow. 
And  greet  his  friend  as  I  do  now  ; 
And,  howfoe'er  the  critic  train 
May  hold  my  judgment  rather  vain. 

Allow 
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Allow  me  one  refemblance  true, 

I  have  my  friend,  a  Shepherd  *  too. 

You  know,  dear  Sir,  the  Mufes  nine. 
Though  fober  Maids  are  wooed  in  wine. 
And  therefore,  as  beyond  a  doubt. 
You've  found  my  dangling  foible  out. 
Send  me  neftareous  Infpiration, 
Though  others  read  Intoxication. 
For  there  are  thofe  who  vainly  ule 
This  grand  Elixir  of  the  Mufe, 
And  fancy  in  their  apifh  fit. 
An  idle  trick  of  maudlin  wit. 
Their  genius  takes  a  daring  flight, 
'Bove  PiNDus,  or  Plinlimmon's  height, 
Whilft  more  of  madman  than  of  poet. 
They're  drunk  indeed,  and  do  not  know  it. 

The  Bard,  whofe  charming  meafure  flows 
With  all  the  native  cafe  of  profe. 
Who,  without  flafhy  vain  pretence. 
Has  beft  adorn'd  Eternal  Senfe, 
And,  in  his  chearful  moral  page. 
Speaks  to  mankind  in  every  age ; 
Tells  us,  from  folks  whofe  fituation 
Makes  them  the  mark  of  obfervation. 
Example  oft  gives  Folly  rife. 
And  Imitation  clings  to  Vice. 

*  Dr.  Richard  Shepherd,   Author  of  a  didadlic  Poem  called 
The  Nuptials. 

a  Ennius 
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Ennius  could  never  write,  "tis  faid. 
Without  a  bottle  in  his  head  ; 
And  your  own  Horace  quaffed  his  wine 
In  plenteous  draughts  at  Bacchus'  fhrine; 
Nay,  Addison  would  oft  unbend, 
T'indulge  his  genius  with  a  friend  j 
(For  fancy,  which  is  often  dry, 
Muft  wet  her  wings,  or  cannot  fly) 
What  precedents  for  fools  to  follow 
Are  Ben,  the  Devil  and  Apollo! 
While  the  great  gawky  Admiration, 
Parent  of  ftupid  imitation, 
Intrlnfic  proper  worth  neglefts. 
And  copies  Errors  and  Defe<5ls. 

The  man,  fecure  in  ftrength  of  Parts, 
Has  no  recourfe  to  fhuffling  Arts, 
Seeks  not  his  nature  to  difguife. 
Nor  heeds  the  people's  tongues,  or  eyes, 
His  wit,  his  faults  at  once  difplays, 
Carelefs  of  envy,  or  of  praife ; 
And  foibles,  which  we  often  find 
Juft  on  the  furface  of  the  mind. 
Strike  common  eyes,  which  can't  difcern 
What  to  avoid,  and  what  to  learn. 

Errors  In  wit  confplcuous  grow. 
To  ufe  Gay's  words,  like  fpecks  in  fnow; 
Yet  it  were  kind,  at  lead,  to  make 
Allowance  for  the  merit's  fake ; 


And 
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And  when  fuch  beauties  fill  the  eye. 
To  let  the  blemifhes  go  by. 
Plague  on  your  philofophic  fots ! 
I'll  view  the  fun  without  its  fpots. 

Wits  are  peculiar  in  their  mode ; 
They  cannot  bear  the  hackney  road 
And  will  contradl  habitual  ways. 
Which  fober  people  cannot  praife. 
And  fools  admire:  Such  fools  I  hate; 
—Begone,  ye  flaves,  who  imitate, 

PoorSpuRius!  eager  to  deftroy 
And  murder  hours  he  can't  enjoy. 
The  laft  of  witlings,  next  to  dunce. 
Would  fain  turn  Genius  all  at  once. 
But  that  the  wretch  mlftakes  his  aim. 
And  thinks  a  Libertine  the  fame. 
Connected  as  the  hand  and  glove. 
Is  Madam  Poetry  and  Love  ; 
Shall  not  He  then  poffefs  his  Mufe, 
And  fetch  Corinna  from  the  ^zv^s. 
The  burthen  of  his  amorous  verfe. 
And  charming  melter  of  his  purfe. 
While  happy  Rebus  tells  the  name 
Of  His  and  Drury's  common  Flame  f 
How  will  the  wretch  at  Bacchus'  (hrine. 
Betray  the  caufe  of  wit  and  wine. 
And  wafte  in  bawdy,  port,  and  pun. 
In  tafte  a  very  Goth  or  Hun, 

Vot.  LXVIII.  T  Thofc 
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Thofe  little  hours,  of  value  more 
Than  all  the  round  of  time  before ; 
When  fancy  brightens,  with  the  flafk. 
And  the  heart  fpeaks  without  a  malk? 

Muft  Thou,  whofe  genius,  dull  and  cool> 
Is  muddy  as  the  ftagnant  pool  j 
Whofe  torpid  foul  and  fluggifh  brains, 
Dullnefs  pervades,  and  Wine  difdains  5 
Muft  Thou  to  nightly  taverns  run, 
Apollo's  gueft,  and  Jonson's  fon  ? 
And  in  thy  folly's  beaftly  fit. 
Attempt  the  fallies  of  a  wit  ? 
Art  thou  the  child  of  Phoebus'  choir? 
Think  of  the  Adage — Afs  and  Lyre*. 

If  thou  vvouldft  really  fucceed. 
And  be  a  mimic  wit  indeed. 
Let  Dryden  lend  thee  Sheffield's  blows^. 
Or  like  Will,  Davenant  lofe  your  nofe. 

O  LuciAN,  Sire  of  antient  wit. 
Who  wedding  Humour,  didft  beget 
Thofe  doftors  in  the  laughing  fchool, 
Thofe  Giant  fons  of  Ridicule, 
Swift,  Rab'lais,  and  +  that  favourite  Child, 
Who,  lefs  excentrically  wild. 
Inverts  the  mifanthropic  Plan, 
And  hating  vices,  hates  not  Man : 

*  Afinus  ad  Lyram, 
+  Thelateiniraitable  Henry  Fielding,  Efq. 

How 
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How  do  I  love  thy  gibing  vein ! 

Which  glances  at  the  mimic  train 

Of  fots,  who  proud  as  modern  beaux 

Of  birth -day  fuits,  and  tinfel  cloaths, 

AfFefting  cynical  grimace 

With  philofophic  ftupid  face. 

In  dirty  hue,  with  naked  feet. 

In  rags  and  tatters,  ftrole  the  ftreet  j 

OsTENSivELY  exceeding  wifc J 

But  Knaves,  and  Fools,  and  walking  Lies, 

External  Mimicry  their  plan. 

The  monkey's  copy  after  Man. 

Wits  too  poflefs  this  afFedation, 
And  live  a  life  of  imitation. 
Are  Slovens,  Revellers  and  Brutes, 
Laborious,  abfent,  prattlers.  Mutes, 
From  fome  example  handed  down 
Of  fome  great  Genius  of  Renown. 

If  Addison,  from  habit's  trick. 
Could  bite  his  fingers  to  the  quick. 
Shall  not  I  nibble  from  defign. 
And  be  an  Addison  to  mine  ? 
If  Pop  E  moft  feelingly  complains 
Of  aching  head,  and  throbbing  pains. 
My  head  and  arm  his  pofture  hit. 
And  I  already  ache  for  wit. 
If  Churchill,  following  nature's  call. 
Has  head  that  never  aches  at  ally 

T  2  WitH 
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With  burning  brow,  and  heavy  eye, 
I'll  give  my  looks  and  pain  the  Lye. 

If  huge  tall  words  of  termination, 
"Which  aflc  a  Critic's  explanation. 
Come  rolling  out  along  with  thought, 
And  feem  to  ftand  juft  where  they  ought; 
If  language  more  in  grammar  dreil. 
With  greater  emphafis  expreft, 
Undudied,  unafFefted  flows. 
In  fome  great  Wit's  cori'verjlng  profe; 
If  from  the  tongue  the  period  round 
Fall  into  ftyle,  and  fwell  to  found, 
'Tis  nature  which  herfelf  difplays. 
And  Johnson  fpeaks  a  Johnson's  phrafs, 

But  can  you  hear,  without  a  fmile. 
The  formal  coxcomb  ape  his  ftyle. 
Who,  moft  dogmatically  wife. 
Attempts  to  cenfure,  and  defpife, 
AfFefting  what  he  cannot  reach, 
A  trim  propriety  of  fpeech  ? 
What  though  his  pompous  Language  wear 
The  grand  decifive  folemn  Air, 
Where  quaint  Antithesis  prevails. 
And  Sentences  are  weighed  in  fcales. 
Can  you  bow  down  with  reverend  awe 
Before  this  puppet  king  of  ftravv  ? 
Or  hufti'd  in  mute  attention  fit. 
To  hear  this  Critic,  Poet,  Wit, 


Philo- 
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Philosopher,  all,  all  at  once. 
And  to  compleat  them  all,  this — Dunce? 
— All  this  you'll  fay  is  mighty  fine. 
But  what  has  this  to  do  with  Wine  ? 

Have  patience  and  the  Mufe  fhall  tell 
What  you,  my  friend,  know  full  as  well. 
Vices  in  Poets,  Wits  and  Kings, 
Are  catching,  imitahle  things ; 
And  frailties  ftanding  out  to  view. 
Become  the  objefts  fools  purfue. 
Thus  have  I  pictures  often  feen, 
W^here  features  neither  fpeak  nor  mean. 
Yet  fpite  of  all,  the  Face  will  ftrike. 
And  mads  us  that  it  fhould  be  like. 
When  all  the  near  refemblance  grows. 
From  fcratch  or  pimple  on  the  Nofe. 

To  Poets  then  (I  mean  not  here 
The  fcribbling  Drudge,  or  fcribbling  Peer, 
Nor  thofe  who  have  the  monthly  fit. 
The  Lunatics  of  modern  Wit) 
To  Poets  Wine  is  infpiration. 
Blockheads  get  drunk  in  imitation. 

As  different  Liquors  different  ways 
Affeft  the  body,  fometimes  raife 
The  fancy  to  an  Eagle's  flight. 
And  make  the  heart  feel  wondrous  ligfct ; 
At  other  times  the  circling  mug. 
Like  Lethe's  draught,  or  opiate  drug, 

T  3  Will 
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Will  ftrike  the  fenfes  on  a  heap. 
When  Folks  talk  wife,  who  talk  afleepi 
A  vvhimfical  imagination. 
Might  form  a  whimfical  relation. 
How  every  Author  writes  and  thinks 
Analagous  to  what  he  drinks. 
While  quaint  Conjefture's  lucky  hit. 
Finds  out  his  be v 'rage  in  his  Wit. 

Ye  goodly  dray-nyttiph  Mufes,  hail ! 
Mum,  Porter,  Stingo,  Mild  and  Stale^ 
And  chiefly  thou  of  boafted  fame. 
Of  Roman  and  Imperial  name; 
O  Purl!   all  hail!  thy  vot'ry  fteals. 
His  ftockings  dangling  at  his  heels. 
To  where  fome  pendent  head  invites 
The  Bard  to  fet  his  own  to  rights. 
Who  feeks  thy  influence  divine. 
And  pours  libations  on  thy  fhrine. 
In  wormwood  draughts  of  infpiration. 
To  whet  his  foul  for  defamation. 

Hail  too,  your  Domes !  vvhofe  Mailer's  {kill 
Takes  up  illuftrious  folks  at  will. 
And  carelefs  or  of  place  or  name. 
Beheads  and  hangs  to  public  fame 
Fine  garter'd  Knights,  blue,  red,  or  green. 
Lords,  Earls  and  Dukes,  nay  King,  or  Queen, 
And  fometimes  pairs  them  both  together. 
To  dangle  to  the  wind  and  weather  j 

Or 
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Or  claps  fome  mighty  General  there. 
Who  has  not  any  head  to  fpare. 
Or  if  it  more  his  fancy  fuit, 
Pourtrays  or  fifh,  or  bird,  or  brute. 
And  lures  the  gaping,  thirfty  gueft. 
To  Scott's  .?«//>.?,  or  Trueman's  heft. 

Ye  chequer  d  Domes  thrice  hail  \  for  hence 
The  fire  of  Wit,  the  froth  of  Senfe, 
Here  gentle  Puns,  ambiguous  Joke, 
Burft  forth  oracular  in  fmoke. 
And  Infpiration  pottle  deep 
Forgets  her  fons,  and  falls  afleep. 
Hence  iffue  Treatifes  and  Rhymes, 
The  Wit  and  Wonder  of  the  Times, 
Hence  Scandal,  Piracies  and  Lies, 
Defenfive  Pamphlets  on  Excise, 
The  murd'rous  Articles  of  News, 
And  pert  Theatrical  Reviews. 
Hither,  as  to  their  Urns,  repair. 
Bard,  Publilher,  and  minor  Play'r, 
And  o'er  the  Porter's  foaming  head 
Their  venom'd  malice  nightly  fhed. 
And  aim  their  batteries  of  dirt 
At  Genius,  which  they  cannot  hurt. 

Smack  not  their  works,  if  verfe  or  profe 
Offend  your  eye,  or  ear,  or  nofe. 
So  frothy,  vapid,  ftale,  hum-drum. 
Of  Stingo,  Porter,  Purl  and  Mum? 

T  4  And 
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And  when  the  mnk  politely  jokes. 
Cannot  you  find  the  Lady  fmokes  ? 
And  fpite  of  all  her  infpiration. 
Betrays  her  alehoufe  education  ? 

Alas !  how  very  few  are  found, 
Whofe  ftyle  taftes  neat  and  full  and  found! 
In  Wilmot's  loofe  ungovern'd  vein 
There  is,  I  grant,  much /5an// Champaign, 
And  Dorset's  lines  all  palates  hit. 
The  very  Burgundy  of  wit. 
But  when,  obedient  to  the  mode 
Of  panegyric,  courtly  ode. 
The  bard  beftrides  his  annual  hack. 
In  vain  I  tafte,  and  fip  and  fmack, 
I  find  no  flavour  of  the  Sack. 
But  while  I  ramble  and  refine 
On  flavour.  Style,  and  Wit  and  Wine, 
Your  Claret,  which  I  would  not  wafte. 
Recalls  me  to  my  proper  tafte  • 
So  ending,  as  'tis  more  than  time. 
At  once  my  Letter,  glafs  and  rhyme, 
I  take  this  bumper  off  to  you, 
'Tis  SHEPHERD'shealth— dear  friend,  adieu. 


} 


THE 
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THE    CANDLE    AND    SNUFFERS. 

A       FABLE. 

*t  "Tik  T  O  author  ever  fpar'd  a  brother : 

**  JL^    Wits  are  game  cocks  to  one  another." 

But  no  antipathy  fo  ftrong. 

Which  afts  fo  fiercely,  lafts  fo  long 

As  that  which  rages  in  the  breaft 

Of  critic,  and  of  ii'/V  profeft  : 

When,  eager  for  fome  bold  emprize. 

Wit,  Titan-like,  affei^s  the  Ikies, 

When,  full  of  energy  divine,  ' 

The  mighty  dupe  of  all  the  nine. 

Bids  his  kite  foar  on  paper  wing. 

The  critic  comes,  and  cuts  the  firing  ; 

Hence  dire  contention  often  grows 

'Twixt  man  of  verfe,  and  man  of  profe  j 

"While  profe-man  deems  the  verfe-man  fool. 

And  meafures  wit  by  line  and  rule. 

And,  as  he  lops  off  fancy's  limb. 

Turns  executioner  of  whim  ; 

While  genius,  which  too  oft  difdains 

To  bear  e'en  honourable  chains ; 

(Such  as  a  fherifF's  felf  might  wear 

Or  grace  the  wifdom  of  a  may'r) 

Turns  rebel  to  dame  Reason's  throne 

And  holds  no  judgment  like  his  own, 

3  Yet 
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Yet  while  they  fpatter  mutual  dirt. 
In  idle  threats  that  cannot  hurt, 
Methinks  they  wafte  a  deal  of  time. 
Both  fool  in  profe,  and  fool  in  rhyme  ; 
And  when  the  angry  bard  exclaims. 
And  calls  a  thoufand  paltry  names. 
He  doth  his  critic  mighty  wrong. 
And  hurts  the  dignity  of  fong. 

The  prefatory  matter  pad 
The  tale,  or  ftory,  comes  at  laft. 

A  candle  ftuck  in  flaring  ftate 
Within  the  nozzle  of  French  plate. 
Tow 'ring  aloft  with  fmoaky  light. 
The  fnufFand  flame  of  wondrous  height, 
(For,  virgin  yet  of  amputation. 
No  force  had  check'd  its  inclination) 
Sullen  addrefs'd  with  confcious  pride. 
The  dormant  fnuffers  at  its  fide. 
**  Mean  vulgar  tools,  whofe  envious  aim 
**  Strikes  at  the  vitals  of  my  flame, 
'*  Your  rude  aflaults  Ihall  hurt  no  more, 
**  See  how  my  beams  triumphant  foar! 
"  See  how  I  gayly  blaze  alone 
**  With  ftrength,  with  luftre  all  my  own, 

"  Luftre,  good  fir!"  the  fnuffers  cried, 
*'  Alas !  how  ignorant  is  pride  ! 
*'  Thy  light  which  wavers  round  the  room, 
*'  Shews  aa  the  counterfeit  of  gloom, 

♦'  Thy 
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*'  Thy  fnuff  which  idly  tow'rs  fo  high 

*«  Will  wafte  thy  effence  by  and  by, 

"  Which,  as  I  prize  thy  luftre  dear 

**  I  fain  would  lop  to  make  thee  clear. 

*«  Boaft  not,  old  friend,  thy  random  rays, 

*'  Thy  wafting  ftrength,  and  quiv'ring  blaze, 

•'  You  ftiine  but  as  a  beggar's  link, 

*'  To  burn  away,  and  die  in  ftink, 

"  No  merit  waits  unfteady  light, 

**  You  muft  burn  true  as  well  as  bright,^' 

Poets  like  candles  all  are  puffers. 
And  critics  are  the  candle  fnuffers. 


T  H  E 
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THE    TEMPLE    OF    FAVOUR, 

TO    WILLIAM     KENRICK. 

THOUGH  pilot  in  the  fhip  no  more. 
To  bring  the  cargo  fafe  to  ihore  *  ; 
Permit,  as  time  and  place  afford, 
A  paffenger  to  come  aboard. 

The  fhepherd  who  furvey'd  the  deep, 
"When  all  its  tempefts  were  afleep. 
Dreamt  not  of  danger ;  glad  was  he 
To  fell  his  flock,  and  put  to  fea : 
The  confequence  has  JEsop  told. 
He  loft  his  venture,  Iheep  and  gold. 
So  fares  it  with  us  fons  of  rhyme. 
From  doggrel  wit,  to  wit  fublime  ; 
On  ink's  calm  ocean  all  feems  clear, 
.  No  fands  affright,  no  rocks  appear ; 
No  lightnings  blaft,  no  thunders  roar  ; 
No  furges  lafli  the  peaceful  fhore; 
Till,  all  too  vent'rous  from  the  land. 
The  tempefts  dafh  us  on  the  ftrand  : 
Then  the  low  pirate  boards  the  deck. 
And  fons  of  theft  enjoy  the  wreck. 


The  harlot  mufe  {o  paffing  gay. 
Bewitches  only  to  betray; 


Though 


*  When  this  was  publiflied  in  the  Saint  James's  Magazine  Mr. 
Lloyd  had  relimiuiflied  the  conduit  of  that  Work  to  Mr.  Kenrick. 
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Though  for  a  while,  with  eafy  air, 
€he  fmooths  the  rugged  brow  of  care. 
And  laps  the  mind  in  flow'ry  dreams. 
With  fancy's  tranfitory  gleams. 
Fond  of  the  nothings  fhe  beftows. 
We  wake  at  laft  to  real  woes. 

Through  ev'ry  age,  in  ev'ry  place, 
Confider  well  the  poet's  cafe ; 
By  turns  proteded  and  carefs'd, 
Defam'd,  dependent,  and  diftrefs'dj 
The  joke  of  wits,  the  bane  of  flaves. 
The  curfe  of  fools,  the  butt  of  knaves; 
Too  proud  to  ftoop  for  fervile  ends. 
To  lacquey  rogues,  or  flatter  friends ; 
With  prodigality  to  give. 
Too  carelefs  of  the  means  to  live : 
The  bubble  fame  intent  to  gain. 
And  yet  too  lazy  to  maintain  ; 
He  quits  the  world  he  never  prizM, 
Pitied  by  few,  by  more  defpis'd  ; 
And  loft  to  friends,  opprefs'd  by  foes. 
Sinks  to  the  nothing  whence  he  rofe. 

O  glorious  trade,  for  wit's  a  trade. 
Where  men  are  ruin'd  more  than  made. 
Let  crazy  Lee,  neglefted  Gay, 
The  fliabby  Otway,  Dryden  grey, 
Thofe  tuneful  fervants  of  the  nine, 
(Not  that  I  blend  their  name  with  mine) 

Repeat 
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Repeat  their  lives,  their  works,  their  fame. 

And  teach  the  world  fome  ufeful  fhame. 

At  firft  the  Poet  idly  ftrays 

Along  the  greenfward  path  of  praife. 

Till  on  his  journies  up  and  down. 

To  fee,  and  to  be  feen,  in  town. 

What  with  ill-natur'd  flings  and  rubs 

From  flippant  bucks,  and  hachtey  fcrubs. 

His  toils  through  duft,  through  dirt,  through  gravel. 

Take  off  his  appetite  for  travel. 

Traniient  is  fame's  immediate  breath. 
Though  it  blows  ftronger  after  death ; 
Own  then,  with  Martial,  after  fate 
If  glory  comes,  fhe  comes  too  late. 
For  who'd  his  time  and  labour  give 
For  praife,  by  which  he  cannot  live  ? 

But  in  Apollo's  court  of  fame 
(In  this  all  courts  are  much  the  fame) 
By  Favour  folks  muft  make  their  way. 
Favour,  which  lafls,  perhaps,  a  day. 
And  when  you've  twirl'd  yourfelf  about 
To  wriggle  /?/,  you're  wriggled  out, 
'Tis  from  the  funfliine  of  her  eyes 
Each  courtly  infeft  lives  or  dies ; 
*Tis  {he  difpenfes  all  the  graces 
Of  profits,  penfions,  honours,  places; 
And  in  her  light  capricious  fits 
Makes  wits  of  fools,  and  fools  of  wits. 

Gives 
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Gives  vices,  folly,  dullnefs  birth. 
Nay  ftamps  the  currency  on  worth  ; 
'Tis  fhe  that  lends  the  mufe  a  fpur. 
And  even  KiJJlng  goes  by  Her. 

Far  in  the  fea  a  temple  ftands 
Built  by  dame  Error's  hafty  handsj 
Where  in  her  dome  of  lucid  (hells 
The  vifionary  goddefs  dwells. 
Here  o'er  her  fubjedl  fons  of  earth 
Regardlefs  or  of  place,  or  worth. 
She  rules  triumphant ;  and  fupplies 
The  gaping  world  with  hopes  and  lies. 
Her  throne,  which  weak,  and  tott'ring  feemsj 
Is  built  upon  the  wings  of  dreams  j 
The  fickle  winds  her  altars  bear 
Which  quiver  to  the  fhifting  air; 
Hither  hath  Reason  feldom  brought 
The  child  of  Virtue  or  of  Thought, 
And  Justice  with  her  equal  face. 
Finds  this,  alas !  no  throne  of  Grace, 

Caprice,  Opinion,  Fashion  wait. 
The  porters  at  the  temple's  gate. 
And  as  the  fond  adorers  prefs 
Pronounce  fantaftic  happinefs ; 
While  Favour  with  a  Syren's  fmile. 
Which  might  Ulysses'  felf  beguile, 
Prefents  the  fparkling  bright  libation. 
The  nedar  of  intoxication ; 

And 
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And  fummoning  her  ev'ry  grace 
Of  winning  charms,  and  chearful  face. 
Smiles  away  Reafon  from  his  throne. 
And  makes  his  votaries  her  own  : 
Inftant  refounds  the  voice  of  fame  ; 
Caught  with  the  whiftlings  of  their  name. 
The  fools  grow  fantic,  in  their  pride 
Contemning  all  the  world  befide  : 
Pleas'd  with  the  gewgaw  toys  of  pow'r. 
The  noify  pageant  of  an  hour. 
Struts  forth  the  ftatefman,  haughty,  vain, 
Amidft  a  fupple  fervile  train. 
With  Ihrug,  grimace,  nod,  wink,  and  ftare. 
So  proud,  he  alraoft  treads  in  air; 
While  levee-fools,  who  fue  for  place. 
Crouch  for  employment  from  his  Grace, 
And  e'en  good  Bifhops,  taught  to  trim, 
Forfake  their  God  to  bow  to  hira. 

The  Poet  in  that  happy  hour. 
Imagination  in  his  pow'r. 
Walks  all  abroad,  and  unconfin'd. 
Enjoys  the  liberty  of  mind  : 
Dupe  to  the  fmoke  of  flimfy  praife. 
He  vomits  forth  fonorous  lays  ; 
And,  in  his  fine  poetic  rage. 
Planning,  poor  foul,  a  deathlefs  page. 
Indulges  pride's  fantaftic  whim. 
And  all  the  World  mull  wake  to  him. 


Awhile 
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A  while  from  fear,  from  envy  free. 
He  ileeps  on  a  pacific  fea ; 
Lethargic  Error  for  a  while 
Deceives  him  with  her  fpccious  fmilCi 
And  ilatt'ring  dreams  delufive  flied 
Gay  gilded  vifions  round  his  head. 

When,  fvvift  as  thought,  the  goddefs  lewd 
Shifts  the  light  gale ;  and  tempefts  rude. 
Such  as  the  northern  fkies  deform. 
When  fell  Destruction  guides  the  ftorm, 
Tranfport  him  to  fome  dreary  ifle 
Where  Favour  never  deign'd  tofmile. 
Where  waking,  helplefs,  all  alone, 
'Midft  craggy  fteeps  and  rocks  unknown; 
Sad  fcenes  of  woe  his  pride  confound. 
And  Desolation  ftalks  around. 
Where  the  dull  months  no  pleafures  bring. 
And  years  roll  round  without  a  fpring ; 
Where  He  all  hopelefs,  loft,  undone. 
Sees  chearlefs  days  that  know  no  fun ; 
Where  jibing  Scorn  her  throne  maintains, 
Midft  mildews,  blights,  and  blafts,  and  rains. 

Let  others,  with  fubmiffive  knee. 
Capricious  goddefs  I  bow  to  Thee ; 
Let  them  with  fixt  inceffant  aim 
Court  fickle  favour,  faithlefs  fame ; 
Let  vanity's  faftidious  flave 
Lofe  the  kind  moments  nature  gave. 

Vol.  LXVIII»  U  In 
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In  invocations  to  the  ITirine 

Of  Phcebus  and  the  fabled  Nine, 

An  Author,  to  his  lateft  days. 

From  hunger,  or  from  thirft  of  praife. 

Let  him  through  every  fubjeft  roam 

To  bring  the  ufeful  morfel  home ; 

Write  upon  Liberty  oppreft. 

On  happinefs,  when  moft  diftreft. 

Turn  bookfeller's  obfequious  tool, 

A  monkey's  cat,  a  mere  fooPs  fool ; 

Let  him,  unhallow'd  wretch  !  profane 

The  mufe's  dignity  for  gain. 

Yield  to  the  dunce  his  fenfe  contemns. 

Cringe  to  the  knave  his  heart  condemns. 

And,  at  a  blockhead's  bidding,  force 

Reluftant  genius  from  his  courfe; 

Write  ode,  epiftle,  elTay,  libel. 

Make  notes,  or  fteal  them,  for  the  bible ; 

Or  let  him,  more  judicial,  fit 

The  dull  Lord  Chief,  on  culprit  wit. 

With  rancour  read,  with  paffion  blame. 

Talk  high,  yet  fear  to  put  his  name. 

And  from  the  dark,  but  ufeful  fhade, 

(Fit  place  for  murd'rous  ambufcade,) 

Weak  monthly  fhafts  at  merit  hurl. 

The  GiLDON  of  fome  modern  Curl, 

For  me,  by  adverfe  fortune  plac'd 
Far  from  the  colleges  of  taftC;, 


Ijoftle 
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I  joftle  no  poetic  name ; 

I  envy  none  their  proper  famej 

And  if  fometimes  an  eafy  vein. 

With  no  defign,  and  little  pain, 

Form'd  into  verfe,  hath  pleas 'd  a  while. 

And  caught  the  reader's  tranfient  fmile. 

My  mufe  hath  anfwer'd  all  her  ends, 

Pleafing  herfelf,  while  pleas "d  her  friends; 

But,  fond  of  liberty,  difdains 

To  bear  reftraint,  or  clink  her  chains ; 

Nor  would,  to  gain  a  Monarch's  FAVOUR, 

Let  dulnefs,  or  her  fons,  enflave  her  *. 

*  Thefe  two  laft  lines  were  added  by  Mr.  Keorick ;  to  vyhom 
the  piece  was  originally  addrelTed, 
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THE    SPIRIT   OF  CONTRADICTION. 

A        T    A    L    E. 

/Tp  H  E  very  fillieft  things  in  life 
"^    Create  the  moft  material  ftrife. 
What  fcarce  will  fufFer  a  debate. 
Will  oft  produce  the  bittereft  hate. 
It  is,  you  fay;  I  fay  'tis  not—- 
Why  you  grow  warm — and  you  are  hot. 
Thus  each  alike  with  paflion  glows. 
And  words  come  firft,  and,  after,  blows^ 

Friend  Jerkin  had  an  income  clear. 
Some  fifteen  pounds,  or  more,  a  year. 
And  rented,  on  the  farming  plan. 
Grounds  at  much  greater  {\im%  per  ann, 
A  man  of  confequence,  no  doubt, 
'Mongft  all  his  neighbours  round  about  i 
He  was  of  frank  and  open  mind. 
Too  honeft  to  be  much  refin'd. 
Would  fmoke  his  pipe,  and  tell  his  talc,. 
Sing  a  good  fong,  and  drink  his  ale. 

His  wife  was  of  another  mould ; 

Her  age  was  neither  young  nor  old  ; 

Her  features  ftrong,  but  fomewhat  plain  j 

Her  air  not  bad,  but  rather  vainj 
% 

Her 
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Her  temper  neither  new  nor  ftrange, 

A  woman's,  very  apt  to  change ; 

What  fhe  moft  hated  was  convidlion. 

What  (he  moft  lov'd,  flat  Contradiction. 

A  charming  houfewife  ne'erthelefs  5 
— Tell  me  a  thing  Ihe  could  not  drefs. 
Soups,  halhes,  pickles,  puddings,  pies. 
Nought  came  amifs — fhe  was  fo  nuife. 
For  fhe,  bred  twenty  miles  from  town. 
Had  brought  a  world  of  breeding  down. 
And  Cumberland  had  feldom  feen 
A  farmer's  wife  with  fuch  a  mein  ; 
She  could  not  bear  the  found  of  Dame  ; 
— No — M//?r^  Jerkin  washer  name. 

She  could  harangue  with  wond'rous  grace 
On  gowns  and  mobs,  and  caps  and  lace ; 
But  though  fhe  ne'er  adorn'd  his  brows. 
She  had  a  vaft  contempt  for  fpoufe. 
As  being  one  who  took  tio pride ^ 
And  was  a  deal  too  countrified. 
Such  were  our  couple,  man  and  wife; 
Such  were  their  means  and  ways  of  life. 

Once  on  a  time,  the  feafon  fair 
For  exercife  and  chearful  air. 
It  happen'd  in  his  morning's  roam. 
He  kill'd  his  birds,  and  brought  them  home, 
—Here,  Cicely,  take  away  my  gun — 
How  (hall  we  have  thefe  flarlings  done? 

U  %  Done! 
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Done!  what  my  love  ?  Your  wits  are  wild; 
Starlings,  ray  dear ;  they're  thrufhes  child. 
Nay  now  but  look,  confider,  wife. 
They're  ftarlings — No— upon  my  life : 
Sure  I  can  judge  as  well  as  you, 
I  know  a  thrufh  and  ftarling  too. 
Who  was  it  (hot  them,  you  or  I  ? 
They're  ftarlings — thrufhes — zounds  you  lie. 
Pray,  Sir,  take  back  your  dirty  word, 
1  fcorn  your  language  as  your  bird ; 
It  ought  to  make  a  hufband  blufli. 
To  treat  a  wife  fo  'bout  a  thrufh. 
Thrufh,  Cicely!— Yes— a  ftarling— No, 
The  lie  again,  and  then  a  blow. 
Blows  carry  ftrong  and  quick  convi»5lion. 
And  mar  the  pow'rs  of  contradidion. 

Peace  foon  enfued,  and  all  was  well ; 
It  were  imprudence  to  rebel. 
Or  keep  the  ball  up  of  debate 
Againft  thefe  arguments  of  weight, 

A  year  roU'd  on  in  perfeft  eafe, 
'Twas  as  you  like,  and  ivhat  you  pleafe, 
'Till  in  its  courfe  and  order  due. 
Came  March  the  twentieth,  fifty-two. 
Quoth  Cicely,  this  is  charming  life. 
No  tumults  now,  no  blows,  no  ftrife. 
What  fools  we  were  this  day  laft  year ! 
Lord,  how  you  beat  me  then,  my  dear ! 


—Sure 
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—Sure  it  was  idle  and  abfurd 

To  wrangle  fo  about  a  bird  ; 

A  bird  not  worth  a  fingle  rufh — 

A  ftarling— no,  my  love,  a  thrufh. 

That  I'll  maintain — that  I'll  deny. 

— You're  wrong,  good  hulband — wife,  you  lie. 

Again  the  felf-fame  wrangle  rofe. 
Again  the  lye,  again  the  blows. 
Thus  every  year  (true  man  and  wife) 
Enfues  the  fame  domeftic  ftrife. 
Thus  ev^ery  year  their  quarrel  ends. 
They  argue,  fight,  and  bufs,  and  friends ; 
'Tis  ftarling,  thrufh,  and  thrufh  and  ftarling; 
You  dog,  you  b — ;  my  dear,  my  darling. 


U  4  A  FA- 
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^5X7' H  AT,  three  months  gone,  and  never  fend 

^     A  fmgle  letter  to  a  friend  ? 
In  that  time,  fure,  we  might  have  known 
Whether  you  fat  or  lean  was  grown  ; 
Whether  your  hoft  was  fhort  or  tall. 
Had  manners  good,  or  none  at  all ; 
Whether  the  neighb'ring  fquire  you  found 
As  mere  a  brute  as  fox  or  hound  ; 
Or  if  the  parfon  of  the  place 
(With  all  due  rev'rence  to  his  grace) 
Took  much  more  pains  himfelf  to  keep, 
..Than  to  inftrudl  and  feed  his  fheep ; 

At  what  hour  of  the  day  you  dine ; 

Whether  you  drink  beer,  punch,  or  wine; 

Whether  you  hunt,  or  (hoot,  or  ridej 

Or,  by  fome  muddy  ditch's  fide. 

Which  you,  in  vilionary  dream. 

Call  bubbling  rill,  or  purling  ftream. 

Sigh  for  fome  aukward  country  lafs. 

Who  muft  of  confequence  furpafs 

All  that  is  beautiful  and  bright. 

As  much  as  day  furpaffes  night ; 

Whether  the  people  eat  and  drink. 

Or  ever  talk,  or  ever  think  ; 

If,  to  the  honour  of  their  parts. 

The  men  have  heads,  the  women  hearts  j 

If 
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If  the  moon  rifes  and  goes  down. 

And  changes  as  (he  does  in  town  ; 

If  you've  returns  of  night  and  day. 

And  feafons  varying  roll  away  ; 

Whether  your  mind  exalted  wooes 

Th'  embraces  of  a  ferious  mufe  ; 

Or  if  you  write,  as  I  do  now. 

The  L  — d  knows  what,  the  L — d  knows  how.— 

Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  things  like  thefe. 

The  friendly  heart  are  fure  to  pleafe. 

Now  will  my  friend  turn  up  his  eyes. 
And  look  fuperlatively  wife  ; 
Wonder  what  all  this  fluff's  about. 
And  how  the  plague  I  found  him  out! 
When  he  had  taken  fo  much  pains. 
In  order  to  regale  his  brains 
With  privacy  and  country  air. 
To  go,  no  foul  alive  knew  where  I 
Befides,  'tis  folly  to  fuppofe 
That  any  perfon  breathing  goes 
On  fuch  a  fcheme,  with  a  defign 
To  write  or  read  fuch  fluff  as  mine. 
And  idly  wafle  his  precious  time 
In  all  th'  impertinence  of  rhyme. 

My  good,  wife,  venerable  fir! 
Why  about  nonfenfe  all  this  flir ! 
Is  it,  that  you  would  ftand  alone. 
And  read  no  nonfenfe  but  your  own  j 

Though 
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Though  you're  (to  tell  you,  by  the  bye) 
Not  half  fo  great  a  fool  as  I ; 
Or  is  it  that  you  make  pretence. 
Being  a  fool,  to  have  fome  fenfe  ? 

And  would  you  really  have  my  mufe 
Employ  herfelf  in  writing  news. 
And  moft  unconfcionably  teize  her 
With  rhyming  to  Warfaw  and  Wefer ; 
Or  tofs  up  a  poetic  olio. 
Merely  to  bring  in  Marfhal  Broglio  ? 
Should  I  recite  what  now  is  doing. 
Or  what  for  future  times  is  brewing. 
Or  triumph  that  the  poor  French  fee  all 
Their  hopes  defeated  at  Montreal, 
Or  fhould  I  your  attention  carry 
To  Fred'rick,  Ferdinand,  or  Harry, 
Of  flying  Ruffian,  daftard  Swede, 
And  baffled  Auftria  let  you  read  ; 
Or  gravely  tell  with  what  defign 
The  youthful  Henry  pafs'd  the  Rhine  ? 
Or  fhould  I  fhake  my  empty  head. 
And  tell  you  that  the  king  is  dead, 
Obferve  what  changes  will  enfue. 
What  will  be  what,  and  who'll  be  who. 
Or  leaving  thefe  things  to  my  betters. 
Before  you  fet  the  ftate  of  letters  ? 
Or  fliould  I  tell  domeftic  jars. 
How  author  againft  author  wars. 


How 
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How  both  with  mutual  envy  rankling, 

Fr — k — n  damns  M — rp — 7,  M — rp — y  Fr— k — n  ? 

Or  will  it  more  your  mind  engage 

To  talk  of  adlors  and  the  ilage. 

To  tell,  if  any  words  could  tell. 

What  Garrick  afts  ftill,  and  how  well. 

That  Sheridan  with  all  his  care 

Will  always  be  a  labour 'd  play'r. 

And  that  his  afting  at  the  beft 

Is  all  but  art,  and  art  confeft ; 

That  Brid  E  *,  if  reafon  may  prefume 

To  judge  by  things  paft,  things  to  come. 

In  future  times  will  tread  the  ftage. 

Equally  form'd  for  love  and  rage, 

Whilft  Pope  for  comic  humour  fam'd. 

Shall  live  when  Clive  no  more  is  nam'd. 

Your  wifdom  I  fuppofe  can't  bear 
About  dull  pantomime  to  hear  ; 
Nor  vv^ould  you  have  a  fmgle  word 
Of  Harlequin,  and  wooden  fword. 
Of  dumb  Ihew,  fools  tricks,  and  wry  faces. 
And  wit  which  lies  all  in  grimaces. 
Nor  fhould  I  any  thing  advance 
Of  new  invented  comic  dance. 


Callous,  perhaps,  to  things  like  thefe. 
Would  it  your  worfhip  better  pleafe. 


That 


*  Mifs  Bride  an  Aftrefs  then  of  Drury-Lane  Theatre,  who  foom 
»fter  quitted  the  Stage.     See  her  charader  in  the  Rofciad. 
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That  I,  more  loaden  than  the  camels. 
Should  crawl  in  philofophic  trammels  ? 
Should  I  attack  the  ftars,  and  ftray 
In  triumph  o'er  the  milky  way. 
And  like  the  Titans  try  to  move 
From  feat  of  empire  royal  Jove, 
Then  fpread  my  terrors  all  around. 
And  his  Satellites  confound. 
Teach  the  war  far  and  wide  to  rage. 
And  ev'ry  ftar  by  turns  engage  ? 
The  danger  we  fhould  fliare  between  us. 
You  fight  with  Mars  and  I  with  Venus. 

Or  fhould  I  rather,  if  I  cou'd. 
Talk  of  words  little  underftood. 
Centric,  excentric,  epicycle. 
Fine  words  the  vulgar  ears  to  tickle! 
A  vacuum,  plenum,  gravitation. 
And  other  words  of  like  relation. 
Which  may  agree  with  ftudious  men. 
But  hurt  my  teeth,  and  gag  my  pen; 
Things  of  fuch  grave  and  ferious  kind 
Puzzle  my  head  and  plague  my  mind ; 
Befides  in  writing  to  a  friend 
A  man  may  any  nonfenfe  fend. 
And  the  chief  merit's  to  impart. 
The  honeft  feelings  of  his  heart. 


CHA. 
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INSCRIBED      TO      THE      REV,      MR.      HANBURY. 


w 


O  R  T  H  is  excis'd,  and  Virtue  pays 
A  heavy  Tax  for  barren  praife. 


A  friend  to  univerfal  Man, 
Is  univerfal  good  your  plan  ? 
God  may  perhaps  your  projedl:  blefs 
But  man  fhall  ftrive  to  thwart  fuccefs. 
Though  the  grand  fcheme  thy  thoughts  purfue^^ 
Befpeak  a  noble  generous  view. 
Where  Charity  o'er  all  prefides. 
And  Sense  approves  what  Virtue  guides,^ 
Yet  wars  and  tumults  will  commence. 
For  Rogues  hate  virtue.  Blockheads  fenfe. 

Believe  me,  Oppofition  grows 
Not  always  from  our  real  foes. 
But  (where  it  feldom  ever  ends) 
From  our  more  dangerous  feeming  friends, 
I  hate  not  foes,  for  they  declare, 
'Tis  War  for  War,  and  dare  who  dare ; 
But  your  fly,  fneaking,  worming  ouls. 
Whom  Friendship  fcorns  and  Fear  controuls. 
Who  praife,  fupport,  and  help  by  halves. 
Like  Heifers,  neither  Bulls,  nor  Calves ; 

Who;. 
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Who,  in  Hypocrify's  difguife. 

Are  truly  as  the  Serpent  ivi/e. 

But  cannot  all  the  precept  love. 

And  he  as  harmlejs  as  the  Dove. 

Who  hold  each  charitable  meeting. 

To  mean  no  more  than  good  found  eating. 

While  each  becomes  a  hearty  fellow 

According  as  he  waxes  mellow. 

And  kindly  helps  the  main  deiign. 

By  drinking  its  fuccefs  in  wine  ; 

And  when  his  feet  and  fenfes  reel. 

Totters  with  correfpondent  zeal ; 

Nay,  would  appear  a  patron  wife. 

But  that  his  wifdom's  in  difguife. 

And  would  harangue,  but  that  his  mouth. 

Which  ever  hates  the  fin  of  drowth. 

Catching  the  full  perpetual  glafs. 

Cannot  afford  a  word  to  pafs. 

Such,  who  like  true  Churchwardens  eat, 
Becaufe  the  Parilh  pays  the  treat. 
And  of  their  bellyful  fecure, 
O'erfee,  or  o-ver-look  the  poor  ; 
Who  would  no  doubt  be  wond'rous  juft. 
And  faithful  Guardians  of  their  truft. 
But  think  the  deed  might  run  more  clever 
Ta  them  and  to  their  Heirs  for  enier. 
That  Charity,  too  apt  to  roam. 
Might  end,  where  flie  begins,  at  horaej 
Who  make  all  public  good  a  trade. 
Benevolence  a  mere  parade. 


And 
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And  Charity  a  cloak  for  fin. 

To  keep  it  fnug  and  warm  within ; 

Who  flatter,  only  to  betray. 

Who  promife  much  and  never  pay. 

Who  wind  themfelves  about  your  heart 

With  hypocritic,  knavifh  art. 

Tell  you  what  wond'rous  things  they're  doing. 

And  undermine  you  to  your  ruin; 

Such,  or  of  low  or  high  eftate. 

To  fpeak  the  honeft  truth,  I  hate  : 

I  view  their  tricks  with  indignation. 

And  loath  each  fulfome  proteftation. 

As  I  would  loath  a  whore's  embrace. 

Who  fmiles,  and  fmirks,  and  ftrokes  my  face. 

And  all  fo  tender,  fond,  and  kind. 

As  free  of  body,  as  of  mind, 

Affefts  the  foftnefs  of  the  Dove, 

And  p— xes  me  to  fhew  her  Love. 

The  Maiden  wither'd,  wrinkled,  pale, 
Whofe  charms,  tho'  ftrong,  are  rather  ftalc. 
Will  ufe  that  weapon  call'd  a  tongue. 
To  wound  the  beauteous  and  the  young. 
— What,  Delia  handfome!— well ! — I  own 
I'm  either  blind  or  ftupid  grown. 
—The  girl  is  well  enough  to  pafs, 
A  rofy,  fimple,  ruftic  lafs, 
—But  there's  no  meaning  in  her  face. 
And  then  her  air,  fo  void  of  grace  1 

And 
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And  all  the  world,  with  half  an  eye. 

May  fee  her  fhape  grows  quite  awry. 

— I  fpeak  not  from  an  ill  delign. 

For  fhe's  a  favourite  of  mine, 

—Though  I  could  wifli  that  Ihe  would  wear 

A  more  referv'd  becoming  air  ] 

Not  that  I  hear  of  indifcretions. 

Such  folks,  you  know,  make  no  confeflions. 

Though  the  World  fays,  that  Parfon  there. 

That  fmock-fac'd  Man  with  darkifh  hair. 

He  who  wrote  verfes  on  her  bird. 

The  fimpleft  things  I  ever  heard. 

Makes  frequent  vifits  there  of  late. 

And  is  become  exceeding  great ; 

This  I  myfelf  aver  is  true, 

I  faw  him  lead  her  to  his  pew. 

Thus  fcandal,  like  a  falfe  quotation, 
Mifreprefents  in  defamation  ; 
And  where  fhe  haply  cannot  fpy 
A  loop  whereon  to  hang  a  lye. 
Turns  every  aftion  wrong  fide  ont 
To  bring  her  paultry  tale  about. 

Thus  Excellence  of  every  kind. 
Whether  of  body  or  of  mind. 
Is  but  a  mark  fet  up  on  high. 
For  knaves  to  guide  their  arrows  by, 
A  mere  Scotch  Poft  for  public  itch. 
Where  Hog,  or  Man,  may  fcrub  his  breech. 

But 
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But  thanks  to  nature,  which  ordains 
A  juft  reward  for  all  our  pains. 
And  makes  us  ftem,  with  fecret  pride, 
Hoarfe  Disappointment's  rugged  tide. 
And  like  a  lordly  fhip,  which  braves 
The  roar  of  winds,  and  rufh  of  Waves, 
Weather  all  ftorms,  which  jealous  Hate 
Or  frantic  Malice  may  create. 
'Tis  Conscience,  a  reward  alone. 
Conscience,  who  plac'd  on  Virtue's  throne. 
Eyes  raging  men,  or  raging  feas. 
Undaunted,  firm,  with  heart  at  eafe. 

From  her  dark  Cave,  though  Envy  rife 
With  hollow  cheeks,  and  jaundic'd  eyes. 
Though  Hatred  league  with  Folly  vain. 
And  Spleen  and  Rancour  join  the  train; 
Shall  Virtue  ftirink,  abafli'd,  afraid. 
And  tremble  at  an  idle  fhade  ? 
Fear  works  upon  the  Fool,  or  Knave, 
An  honeft  man  is  always  brave. 
While  Opposition's  fruitlefs  aim 
Is  as  the  bellows  to  the  flame,  j 

And,  like  a  Pagan  perfecution. 
Enforces  Faith  and  Resolution. 

Though  Prejudice  in  narrow  minds. 
The  mental  eye  of  reafon  blinds ; 
Though  Wit,  which  not  e'en  friends  will  (pare, 
AfFed.  the  fneering,  laughing  air. 

Vol.  LXVni.  X  Though 
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Though  Dullness,  in  her  monkifh  gown^, 
Difplay  the  Wisdom  of  a  frown. 
Yet  Truth  will  force  herfelf,  in  fpit€ 
Of  all  their  efforts,  into  light. 

See  Bigot  Monks  in  Spain  prevail. 
See  Galileo  dragg'd  to  gaol : 
Hear  the  grave  Doftors  of  the  fchools^ 
The  Golgotha  of  learned  Fools, 
As  damnable  and  impious  brand 
That  art  they  cannot  underftand. 
And  out  of  zeal  pervert  the  Bible, 
As  if  it  were  a  (landing  Libel, 
On  every  good  and  ufeful  plan 
That  rifes  in  the  brain  of  man, 

O  Bigotry  !  whofe  frantic  rage 
Has  blotted  half  the  clafiic  page. 
And  in  Religion's  drunken  fit, 
Murder'd  the  Greek  and  Roman  wit ; 
Who  zealous  for  that  Faith's  encreafe, 
Whofe  'vmys  are  righteonfnefs  and  peace. 
With  rods  and  whips,  and  fword,  and  axe^, 
With  prifons,  tortures,  flames  and  racksj. 
With  perfecution's  fiery  goad. 
Enforcing  fome  new-fangl'd  mode, 
Wouldft  pluck  down  Reason  from  her  throne 
To  raife  fome  fantom  of  thy  own  j 
Alas!  the  fury  undifcerning. 
Which  blafls,  and  ftunts,  and  hews  up  Learning, 

Like 
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Like  an  ill-judging  zealous  friend, 
Blafphemes  that  Wifdom  you  defend. 

Go,  kick  the  proftituted  whores. 
The  Kwe  ftale  'virgins  out  of  doors ; 
For  let  the  Aboefs  beat  her  drum. 
Eleven  thoufand  troops  fliall  come ; 
All  female  forms,  and  virgins  true. 
As  ever  Saint  or  Poet  knew. 
And  glorious  be  the  honour'd  name 

OfWlNIFREDE,0f   SAINTED  fame. 

Who  to  the  Church  like  light'ning  fped. 
And  ran  three  miles  without  her  head  ; 
(Well  might  fhe  modeft  Lady  run. 
Since  'twas  to  keep  her  maiden  onej 
And  when  before  the  congregation 
The  Prince  fell  dead  for  reparation. 
Secure  of  Life  as  well  as  Honour, 
Ran  back  with  both  her  heads  upon  her. 

No  matter  of  what  fhape  or  fize. 
Gulp  down  the  Legendary  Lies, 
Believe,  what  neither  God  ordains. 
Nor  Chrift  allows,  nor  fenfe  maintains; 
Make  Saint  of  Pope,  or  Saint  of  Thief, 
Believe  almoft  in  unbelief; 
Yet  with  thy  folemn  prieftly  air. 
By  book  and  bell,  and  candle  fwear. 
That  God  has  made  his  own  eleft 
But  from  your  ftem  and  favourite  feft  j 

X  2  That 
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That  He  who  made  the  world,  has  bleft 
One  part  alone,  to  damn  the  reft. 
As  if  th'  Allmerciful  and  Juft, 
Who  form'd  us  of  one  common  duft. 
Had  render'd  up  his  own  decree. 
And  lent  his  attributes  to  thee. 

Thus  his  own  eyes  the  Bigot  blinds. 
To  fhut  out  light  from  human  minds. 
And  the  clear  truth  (an  emanation 
From  the  great  Author  of  creation, 
A  beam  tranfmitted  from  on  high. 
To  bring  us  nearer  to  the  Iky, 
While  ev'ry  path  by  fcience  trod. 
Leads  us  with  wonder  up  to  God,) 
Is  doom'd  by  Ignorance  to  make 
Atonement  at  the  Martyr's  ftake ; 
Though,  like  pure  gold,  th'  illuftrlous  dame. 
Comes  forth  tlie  brighter  from  the  flame. 
No  perfecution  will  avail; 
No  inquifition  racks,  nor  gaol  j 
When  Learning's  more  enlight'ned  ray 
Shall  drive  thefe  fickly  fogs  away  ; 
A  thankful  age  fhall  pay  her  more. 
Than  all  her  troubles  hurt  before. 
See  Shame  and  Scorn  await  on  thofc 
Who  poorly  dar'd  to  be  her  foes. 
But  will  the  grateful  voice  of  fame 
Sink  Truth,  and  G  a  l i  l  ^ o's  name  ? 


How 
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How  wilful,  obftinate,  and  blind. 
Are  the  main  herd  of  human  kind ! 
Well  fald  the  Wit,  who  well  had  tried 
That  malice  which  his  Parts  defied  ; 
When  merit's  fun  begins  to  break. 
The  Dunces  ftretch,  and  drive  to  wake. 
And  amity  of  Dunce  with  Dunce, 
Fingers  out  Genius  all  at  once. 
As  you  may  find  the  honey  out. 
By  feeing  all  the  flies  about. 
All  ugly  Women  hate  a  toaft ; 
The  goodlieft  fruit  is  pick'd  the  moft  ; 
The  ivy  winds  about  the  oak. 
And  to  the  faireft  comes  the  fmoke, 

Efcap'd  the  dangers  of  the  deep. 
When  Gulliver  fell  faft  afleep, 
Stretch'd  on  the  Lilliputian  ftrand, 
A  Giant  in  a  pigmy  Land; 
Watchful  againft  impending  harms. 
All  Lilliput  cried  out.  To  arms ; 
The  trumpets  echoed  all  around. 
The  Captain  flept  exceeding  found. 
Though  crowds  of  undiftinguifh'd  fizc 
AiTail'd  his  body,  legs,  and  thighs. 
While  clouds  of  arrows  flew  apace. 
And  fell  like  feathers  on  his  face. 


THE 
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TH  E  praife  of  Genius  will  oiFend 
A  foe  no  doubt,  fometimes  a  friend  j 
But  curfe  on  genius,  wit,  and  parts ; 
The  thirft  of  fcience,  love  of  arts. 
If  inconfiftent  with  the  plan 
Of  focial  good  from  man  to  man. 
For  me,  who  will,  may  wear  the  bays,. 
I  value  not  fuch  idle  praife  : 
Let  wrangling  wits  abufe,  defame. 
And  quarrel  for  an  empty  name. 
What's  in  this  fhuflling  pace  of  rhyme, 
Ot  grand  pas  ftride  of  ftifffublime. 
That  vanity  her  trump  (hould  blow. 
And  look  with  fcorn  on  folks  below  ? 
Are  wit  and  folly  clofe  ally'd. 
And  match'd,  like  poverty,  with  pride  ? 
When  rival  bards  for  fame  contend. 
The  poet  often  fpoils  the  friend  j 
Genius  felf-ccnter'd  feels  alone 
That  merit  he  efteems  his  own. 
And  cold,  o'er-jealous,  and  fevere. 
Hates,  like  a  Turk,  a  brother  near ; 
Malice  fteps  in,  good  nature  flies. 
Folly  prevails,  and  friendlhip  dies. 


Peace 
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Peace  to  all  fuch,  if  peace  can  dwell 
With  thofe  who  bear  about  a  hell. 
Who  blaft  all  worth  with  envy's  breath. 
By  their  own  feelings  flung  to  death. 
None  but  a  weak  and  brainlefs  fool, 
Undifciplin'd  in  fortune's  fchool. 
Can  hope  for  favours  from  the  wit : 
He  pleads  prefcription  to  forget, 
Unnotic'd  let  him  live  or  rot. 
And,  as  forgetful,  be  forgot, 
Moft  wags,  whofe  pleafure  is  to  fmokef 
Wou'd  rather  lofe  their  friend,  than  jokcj 
A  man  in  rags  looks  fomething  queer. 
And  there's  'vafl  humour  in  a  fneer; 
That  jeft,  alike  all  witlings  fuits. 
Which  lies  no  further  than  the  hoots.. 
Give  me  the  man  whofe  open  mind 
Means  focial  good  to  all  mankind ; 
Who  when  his  friend,  from  fortune's  round. 
Is  toppled  headlong  to  the  ground. 
Can  meet  him  with  a  warm  embrace. 
And  wipe  the  tear  from  forrow's  face  ; 
Who,  not  felf-taught  and  proudly  wife. 
Seeks  more  to  comfort  than  advife. 
Who  lefs  inteat  to  ihine  than  pleafe. 
Wears  his  own  mirth  with  native  eafe. 
And  is  from  fenfe,  from  nature's  plan. 
The  jovial  gueft,  the  honeft  man; 
In  fhort,  whofe  pifture,  painted  true. 
In  ev'ry  point  refembles  you. 
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And  will  my  friend  for  once  excufe 
This  off 'ring  of  a  lazy  mufe  ? 
Moft  lazy, — left  you  think  her  not, 
111  draw  her  pifture  on  the  fpot. 
A  perfeft  eafe  the  dame  enjo}'s ; 
Three  chairs  her  indolence  employs  :  ' 
On  one  fhe  fquats  her  cufhion'd  bum. 
Which  wou'd  not  rife,  though  kings  fliould  come  5 
An  arm  lolls  dangling  o'er  another, 
A  leg  lies  couchant  on  its  brother. 
To  make  her  look  fupremely  wife. 
At  leaft  like  wifdom  in  difguife. 
The  weed,  which  firft  by  Raleigh  brought. 
Gives  thinking  looks  inftead  of  thought. 
She  fmokes,  and  fmokes ;  without  all  feeling. 
Save  as  the  eddies  climb  the  cieling. 
And  waft  about  their  mild  perfume. 
She  marks  their  paflage  round  the  room. 
When  pipe  forfakes  the  vacant  mouth, 
A  pot  of  beer  prevents  her  drowth. 
Which  with  potatiom  pottle  deep 
Lulls  the  poor  maudlin  mufe  to  fleep. 
Her  books  of  which  Ih'as  wond'rous  need. 
But  neither  pow'r  nor  will  to  read. 
In  fcatter'd  tomes  lie  all  around 
Upon  the  loweft  flielf— the  ground. 

Such  eafe  no  doubt  fuits  eafy  rhyme ; 
Folks  walk  about  who  write  sublime. 


While 
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While  recitation's  pompous  found 
Drawls  words  fonorous  all  around. 
And  ACTION  waves  her  hand  and  head. 
As  thofe  who  bread  and  butter  fpread. 

You  bards  who  feel  not  fancy's  dearth. 
Who  ftrike  the  roof,  and  kick  the  earth, 
Whofe  mufe  fuperlatively  high 
Takes  lodgings  always  near  the  flcy  ; 
And  like  the  lark  with  daring  flight 
Still  foars  and  fings  beyond  our  fight ; 
May  trumpet  forth  your  grand  fublime. 
And  fcorn  our  lazy  lounging  rhyme. 
Yet  though  the  lark  in  eether  floats. 
And  trills  no  doubt  diviner  notes, 
Carelefly  perch'd  on  yonder  fpray. 
The  linnet  fings  a  pretty  lay. 

What  horrid,  what  tremendous  fight 
Shakes  all  my  fabric  with  afiright ! 
With  Argus'  hundred  eyes  he  marks. 
With  triple  mouth  the  monfter  barks  ; 
And  while  he  fcatters  flaming  brands 
Briareus  lends  him  all  his  hands. 

Hift!  "tis  a  critic. — Yes — 'tis  he 
What  wou'd  your  gracelefs  form  with  me  ? 
Is  it  t'  upbraid  me  with  the  crime 
Of  fpinning  unkboiious  rhyme. 

Of 
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Of  ftringing  various  thoughts  together 

In  verfe,  or  profe,  or  both,  or  neither? 

A  vein,  which  though  it  mufl  offend 

You  lofty  firs  who  can't  defcendf 

To  fame  has  often  made  its  way 

From  Butler,  Prior,  Swift,  and  Gay; 

Is  it  for  this  your  brow  auftere 

Frowns  me  to  ftone  for  very  fear  ? 

Hear  my  juft  reafon  firft,  and  then 

Approve  me  right,  or  fplit  my  pen. 

I  fcek  not  by  more  labour'd  lays 
To  catch  the  flipp'ry  tail  of  praife. 
Nor  will  I  run  a  mad  career 
'Gainft  genius  which  I  moft  revere; 
When  Phcebus  burfts  with  genuine  fire. 
The  little  ftars  at  once  retire  j 
Who  cares  a  farthing  for  thofe  lays 
Which  you  can  neither  blame,  nor  praife  ? 
I  cannot  match  a  Churchill's  fkill. 
But  may  be  Langhorne  when  I  will; 

Let  the  mere  mimic,  for  each  feafon  bears 
Your  mimic  Bards  as  well  as  mimic  play'rs. 
Creep  fervilely  along,  and  with  dull  pains 
Lafh  his  flow  fteed,  in  whofe  enfeebled  veins 
The  cold  blood  lags,  let  him  with  fruitlefs  aim 
By  borrow'd  plumes  afTume  a  borrow'd  fame. 
With  ftudied  forms  th'  incautious  ear  beguile. 
And  ape  the  numbers  of  a  Churchill's  ftyle. 

4  Slaves 
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Slaves  may  fome  fame  from  imitation  hope ; 

"Who'd  be  Paul  Whitehead, tho'he  honours  Pope  ? 

If  clinking  couplets  in  one  endlefs  chime 

Be  the  fole  beauty,  and  the  praife  of  rhyme  ; 

If  found  alone  an  eafy  triumph  gains. 

While  fancy  bleeds,  and  fenfe  is  hung  in  chains. 

Ye  happy  triflers  hail  the  riling  mode; 

•See,  all  Parnaffus  is  a  turnpike  road. 

Where  each  may  travel  in  the  highway  track 

On  true  bred  hunter,  or  on  common  hack. 

For  me,  who  labour  with  poetic  fin. 

Who  often  woo  the  mufe  I  cannot  win. 

Whom  pleafure  firil  a  willing  poet  made. 

And  folly  fpoilt  by  taking  up  the  trade, 

Pleas'd  I  behold  fuperior  genius  fhine. 

Nor  ting'd  with  envy  wifh  that  genius  mine. 

To  Churchill's  mufe  can  bow  with  decent  awe. 

Admire  his  mode,  nor  make  that  mode  my  law  : 

Both  may,  perhaps,  have  various  pow'rs  to  pleafe  ; 

Be  his  the  strength  of  numbers,  mine  the  easEj^ 

Eafe  that  rejedls  not,  but  betrays  no  care : 

Lefs  of  the  coxcomb  than  the  floven's  air. 

Your  tafte,  as  mine,  all  metre  muft  offend 
When  imitation  is  its  only  end. 
I  could  perhaps  that  fervile  talk  purfue. 
And  copy  Churchill  as  I'd  copy  you. 
But  that  my  flippant  mufe,  too  fancy  grown. 
Prefers  that  manner  flie  can  call  her  own, 

ODE 
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THOU  child  of  nature,  genius  ftrong. 
Thou  mafter  of  the  poet's  fong. 
Before  whofe  light.  Art's  dim  and  feeble  ray- 
Gleams  like  the  taper  in  the  blaze  of  day : 
Thou  lov'ft  to  fleal  along  the  fecret  fhade. 

Where  Fancy,  bright  aerial  maid! 

Awaits  thee  with  her  thoufand  charms. 

And  revels  in  thy  wanton  arms ; 

She  to  thy  bed,  in  days  of  yore. 

The  fweetly-warbling  Shakfpeare  bore ; 
Whom  every  mufe  endow'd  with  every  fkill. 

And  dipt  him  in  that  facred  rill, 
Whofe  filver  ftreams  flow  mulical  along. 
Where  Phoebus'  hallow'd  mount  refounds  with  raptar'd 
fong. 

Forfake  not  thou  the  vocal  choir. 
Their  breafts  revifit  with  thy  genial  fire, 
Elfe  vain  the  ftudied  founds  of  mimic  art. 
Tickle  the  ear,  but  come  not  near  the  heart. 
Vain  every  phrafe  in  curious  order  fet. 
On  each  fide  leaning  on  the  [ftop-gap]  epithet. 
Vain  the  quick  rhyme  ftill  tinkling  in  the  clofe. 
While  pure  defcription  (hines  in  meafur'd  profe. 

Thou  bear'ft  aloof,  and  look'ft  with  high  difdain. 
Upon  the  dull  mechanic  train  ; 

Whofe 
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Whofe  nervelefs  ftrains  flag  on  in  languid  tone, 
Lifelefs  and  lumpifli  as  the  bagpipe's  drowzy  drone. 

No  longer  now  thy  altars  blaze. 

No  poet  offers  up  his  lays ; 

Infpir'd  with  energy  divine. 

To  worfhip  at  thy  facred  fhrine. 

Since  tafte'*  withabfolute  domain. 

Extending  wide  her  leaden  re.ign. 

Kills  with  her  melancholy  fhade. 
The  blooming  fcyons  of  fair  fancy's  tree ; 

Which  erft  full  wantonly  have  ftray'd 
In  many  a  wreath  of  richeft  poefie. 

For  when  the  oak  denies  her  ftay. 
The  creeping  ivy  winds  her  humble  way  j 
No  more  fhe  twifts  her  branches  round. 
But  drags  her  feeble  ftem  along  the  barren  greund. 

Where  then  (hall  exil'd  genius  go  ? 

Since  only  thofe  the  laurel  claim. 

And  boaft  them  of  the  poet's  name, 
Whofe  fober  rhymes  in  even  tenour  flow; 

Who  prey  on  words,  and  all  their  flow'rets  cullj 

Coldly  correft,  and  regularly  dull. 


*  By  Tafte,  is  here  meant  the  modem  affcdation  of  it. 

Why 
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Why  fieep  the  fons  of  genius  now  ? 

Why,  Wartons,  refts  the  lyre  unftrung  ? 

*  And  thou,  blefl:  bard!  around  whofe  facred  brow. 
Great  Pindar's  delegated  wreath  Is  hung : 

Arife,  and  fnatch  the  majefty  of  fong 
From  dullnefs'  fervile  tribe,   and  art's  unhallow'd 
throng. 


*  Dr.  Akenfide, 
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ES  T    Schola    Rhetorices,    celebrat  quara   crebra 
juventus, 

Et  tumido  inflates  ejiclt  ore  fonos. 
Qua  quifque  aflumit  tragicas  novus  hiftrlo  partes. 

Nee  loquitur,  verbum  quin  fapit  omne,  pathos, 
Ingenia  hie  crefcunt,  mox  fuccefTura  theatris. 

Regis,  amatoris,  prompta  fubire  vices. 
Multus  ibi  furiis  Macbetha  agitatus  iniquis, 

Elufa  telum  prendit  inane  manu. 
Multua  ibi,  infufcat  cui  vultus  fuber  aduftum 

Immodicis  fasvit  raucus  Othello  minis. 
Omnia  quels  tragicis  opus  eft,  hie  arma  parantur; 

Auribus  infidia;  funt,  oculifque  fuae  : 
Conatus  manuumque,  pedumque,  orifque  rotundi, 

Certatim  et  vultus  vis,  laterumque  labor. 
Quam  fibi,  dum  geftu  flat  fixus  quifque  filenti, 

Quam  placet  a  fpeculo  forma  reflexa  fui ! 
Hac  ftudeant,  cordi  quibus  ars  et  pompa  theatri  I 

Non  tamen  eft  nobis  bide  petendus  honor. 
Ingenua  ut  pubes  vultum  fibi  fumat  apertum, 

Et  fenfim  affuefcat  fortius  ore  loqui; 
Ne  dubiis  tandem  verba  eluftantia  labris 

Occludat  timidus  prjepediatque  pudor, 
Ingredimur  fcenam ;  nee  clam  Vos,  Docta  Corona, 

Commoda  ab  hoc  tenui  quanta  labore  fluant, 
HincSAPERE  ET  PARI  difcit  generofa  juventus, 

Dum  pavida  accendit  pedora  laudis  amor. 
Freti  his,  majorem  mox  ingrediemur  arenam; 

Hie  ftabilita  vigent  Curia,  Roftra,  Forum. 

PRO. 
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T  Tic  nihil  ad  populum— non  pompa  hie  vana  theatri, 
"^  •*■  Qualem  ore  attonito  plebs  inhiare  folet ; 
Non  fcena  hie  fplendet  magiea  variabilis  arte, 

Et  fumit  formas  prodigiofa  novas  : 
Non  hie,  labrato  fubveiflus  fune  per  auras, 

Mercurius  celeres  itque  reditque  vias: 
Nee  freta  caerulea  turgent  undofa  papyro. 

Nee  refinato  fulgurat  igne  polus  : 
Janua  nee  caecos  aperit  furtiva  reeeflus, 

Unde  minntatim  proferat  umbra  caput. 
Quin  valeant  levia  hsec  vulgi  erepitacula  !  jadant 

Et  proprium,  et  fimplex,  noftra  theatra  decus. 
• — Heus  !  nemoa'  audit  ? — fac  furfum  aulea  trahantur ! 

— En!  qualis  qualis  fit,  nova  sc  en  A  patet. 
En  Illx,  quas  Vos  femper  coluiftis,  Athene, 

Gratia  quas  voluit,  quas  fibi  Mufa  domum. 
Hie  fefe  oftendunt  prifci  monumenta  laboris, 

Queis  ufa  eft  modulis  Vitruviana  Manus  ; 
Hie  ftat  Ventorum,  Thefei  hie  venerabile  Fanumij, 

Hie  arce  in  fumma,  Cafta  Minerva  tuum. 
Omnia  jam  votis  refpondent.     Attica  jam  funt 

Omnia.     Perfonae,  Fabula,  Seena,  Sales. 
Quoque  etiam  magis  has  noftras  laetentur  Athenae, 

Cecropidas  jaftant  Vos,  recoluntque  fuos. 


PRO- 
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PROLOGUS, 

IN        ADELPHOS.     1759. 

/^UM  Patres  Populumque  dolor  communis  habere^ 
^^  Fleret  et  JEmiliam  Maxima  Roma  fuum, 
Funcbres  inter  ludos,  his  dicitur  ipfis 

Scenis  extin£lum  condecorafle  ducem. 
Ecquis  adeft,  fcenam  nodle  hac  qui  fpedlet  eandem* 

Nee  nobis  ludlum  fentiet  efle  parem  ? 
TJtcunque  arrifit  pulchris  vidloria  cxptis, 

-Qua  Sol  extremas  vifit  uterque  plagas, 
Succeffus  etiam  medio  de  fonte  Britannis 

Surgit  amari  aliquid,  legitimufque  dolor. 
Si  famse  generofa  fitis,  fi  bellica  virtus, 

Ingenium  felix,  intemerata  fides, 
Difficiles  laurus,  ipfoque  in  florc  juventae 

Heu !  nimium  lethi  prascipitata  dies. 
Si  quid  habent  pulchrum  haec,  vel  fi  quid  amabile,  jure 

Efto  tua  haec,  Wolfi,  laus,  propriumque  decus. 
Nee  moriere  omnis — Quin  ufque  corona  vigebit, 

Unanimis  Britonum  quam  tibi  neftit  amor, 
Regia  quin  pietas  marmor  tibi  nobile  ponct. 

Quod  tua  perpetuis  praedicet  ada  notis, 
Confluet  hue  ftudio  vifendi  martia  pubes, 

Sentiet  et  flamma  eorda  calere  pari ; 
Dumque  legit  mediis  cecidiffe  heroa  triumphis, 

Dicet,    SIC  DETUR  VINCERE,    SIC   MORIAR. 

Vol.  LXVIII.  Y  EpILOGUS 
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EPILOGUS    IN    ADELPHOS.   1759, 

S  Y  R  U  S      L  O  Q_U  I  T  U  R, 

QUANTA  intus  turba  eft  I  quanto  molimine  fudat, 
Accinftus  cnltro  et  forcipe,  quifque  coquus  ! 
Monftrum    informe    maris — Testudo — in    prandia 

fertur. 

Quae,  varia,  ct  fimplex,  omnia  fola  fapit; 
Pullina  efca  placet  ? — vitulina  ? — fuilla  ? — bovina  ? 

Praefto  eft,  Hsec  quadrupes  fingula  pifces  habet. 
De  gente  iEthiopum  conducitur  Archimagirus, 

Qui  fecet,  et  coquat,  et  concoquat,  arte  nova. 
Qui  dofte  contundat  aromata ;  mifceat  apte 

Thus,  apium,  thyma,  fal,  cinnaraa,  cepe,  piper. 
Qui  jecur  et  pulmonem  in  frufta  minutula  fcindat, 

Curetque  ut  penitus  fmt  faturata  mero. 
Multo  lit  ventriculus  pulchre  flavefcat  ab  ovo; 

Ut  tremulus,  circum  vifcera,  vernet  adeps. 
His  rite  inftrudis  concha  fint  fercula  !  nam  Tu, 

Testudo!  et  patinis  fufficis,  atque  cibo. 
Quam  cuperem  inlaudes  utriufque  excurrere  conchas ! 

Sed  vereor  Calipajh  dicere — vel  Calipee. 
Vos  etiam  ad  csenam  mecum  appellare  juvaret, 

Vellem  et  rellicuas  participare  dapnm. 
At  funt  convivae  tarn  multi,  tamque  gulofi, 

Keilabit,  metuo,  nil  nifi  concha  mihl, 

3  RECTE 


C    323     3 

RECTE    STATUIT    BAXTERUS    DE 
SOMNIORUM    PH^NOMENIS. 

CU  M  nox  tellurem  fufcis  arapledlitur  alls, 
Mabba  atomos  jungit  celeres,  et  veda  per  auras 
Inchoat  affuetos  fimulatrix  regia  ludos. 
Huic  auriga  cukx  tortum  quatit  ufque  flagellum, 
Acceleratque  fugam  tardisj  retinacula  currus 
Erucx  funt  texta  levis,  radiique  rotarum 
Crufcula  aieneoli ;  currus,  quern  dente  fciurus 
Finxerat  e  coryli  frudu,  primaeva  vetuftas 
Hunc  Mabbae  artlficem  memorat:  fub  no6le  filenti 
Hoc  inftrudfi  modo  egreditur,  neque  cernitur  uUi, 
Nonnunquam  leviter  cerebrum  perftringit  Amantis  j 
Somniat  ille  faces  jaculari  et  vulnera  ocellos, 
Malarum  labrlque  rofas,  perfufaque  collo 
Lilia:  mox  Medici  digitos  titillat,  avarus 
Mercedis  dextram  qui  pandit,  et  acritur  aurum 
Ter  captat ;  ter  vana  manus  eludit  imago. 
Nunc  quoque  fopitze  demulcet  labra  Puellae; 
Somniat  ilia  procum,  pulvinoque  ofcula  libans 
Abfens  abfentem  teneris  ample£titur  ulnis ; 
Vx  tibi,  fi  Lemurum  videat  Regina  colorem 
Mentitum  fuco,  vultufque  ex  arte  nitentes  I 
Prsecipites  aget  ira  manus,  lacerabit  acuto 
Ungue  genas,  fimul  amiffa  dulcedine  fomni, 
Ofculaque,  et  tenues  vanefcit  amator  in  auras. 
Ampla  Sacerdotis  nonnunquam  tranfvolat  era  ; 
Cominuo  roftrum  confcendens  Hie  thema  trinas 

Y  2  DivIdeC 
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Dividet  in  partes,  exponendoque  laborat, 
Vel  vigilem  credas,  adeo  dormitat.     Ad  aures 
Militis  hinc  niigrat ;  turbatur  imagine  belli 
Fortis  eques,  gemitufque  audit,  ftrepitufque,  tubafque, 
Exilit,  et  paulum  trepidans,  infomnia  diris 
Devovet,  in  lefto  prolabitur, — obdormifcit. 
Nunc  Rabulam  palma  mulcet,  qui  litibus  aptus, 
Defenforis  agit  caufam,  aftorifque  peritus, 
Innedlenfque  moras  ad  finem  decipit  ambos. 
Sin  cafu  vifat  facilis  regina  Poetam, 
Hunc  fibi  plaudentem  deludit  amabilis  error, 
Et  riguos  fontes,  et  amxnos  fomniat  hortos ; 
Cum  vero  vigil  ille  domum  exploraverit  omnem, 
Viderit  et  triftis  quam  fit  fibi  curta  fupellex, 
Quam  vellet  Temper  dormire ! — Volubilis  inde 
Judices  invehitur  trans  nafum,  et  naribus  illi 
Emunfto  fubolet  caufa.     Lnterdum  Dea  feflb, 
Blanditur  Servo,  qui  libertate  vagatur, 
Exultans  redit  ad  patriam  carofque  penates, 
Et  gremio  uxoris  longis  amplexibus  hajret. 
Deinde  rota  ftrepitante  fremit  per  colla  Tyranni ; 
Umbrarum  ante  oculos  furgit  chorus,  improbus  orco 
Quas  dedit  infontes ;  furiis  agitatur  acerbis 
Confi:ia  mens,  leftoque  quies  fimul  exulat.     Indc 
Si  currus  fleftat,  placidiflima  munera  fomni 
Qua  carpit  Sceleris  Purus  j  non  territus  ille 
Spedrorum  eft  caetu,  et  furiarum  ultricibus  iris, 
Sed  molli  potitur  requie,  aut  fi  fomniat  umbrae 
Deleftant  oculos  gratae ;  pra:dulcis  imago 
Virtutis  reficit  mentem,  et  tellure  relida 

Radit 
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Radit  iter  liquidum  ca;Ii,  fruiturque  deorum 
CoIIoquio  felix.     O  Tu  !  quicunque  beatum 
Te  velis,  et  tuto  tranquillum  carpere  fomnum  ; 
1,  pete,  quo  virtus  ducit !  ne  vindice  curru 
Mabba  ferox  inftet,  vexentque  cubilia  cur^, 
I,  pete,  quo  virtus  ducet!  te  numine  molli 
Mabba  teget,  radetque  levi  tua  pedora  curru. 

In  Comitiis  Pofteribus,  Apr,  5-,  1 753, 
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CARMINA  AD  NOBILISSIMUM  THOMAM  H0LLE9 
OUCEM  DE  NEWCASTLE  INSCRIPTA,  CUM  ACA- 
DEMIAM  CANTABRIGIENSEM  BIBLIOTHEC^ 
RESTITUEND-iE    CAUSA  INVISERET. 

Prid.  Kalend,  Maias,  1 753, 

D    E       R    E    G    E. 

A  UGUSTUS,  Artium  ufque  fautor  optlraus, 
^■^  Hie  moenia  haud  inaufpicato  numine 
Condi  imperavit  confecrata  literis ; 
Eo  nitore  &  partium  elegantia, 
Ut  invidenda  fint  vel  illis  ^Edibus 
Quae  faeculorum  voce  comprobantium 
Praj  caeteris  fuperbiunt,  juftiffima 
RomK  recentis  &  vetuftse  gloria. 
Nee  his  fupellex  digna  deerit  mcEnibuSj' 
Et  Vaticana;,  Bodleanaeque  zemula  ; 
Id  lUe  abunde  caverat,  novifllmus 
Dedit  volenti  jura  qui  Britannia?. 
Brunfvichianis  fcilicet  fanftiffimum  efl 
Legefque  tutari  &  fovere  Literas, 


A  D 
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OTu,  qui  doftas  CamI  feliciter  artes 
Protegis,  Aonii  duxque  decufque  chorl. 
Quod  Domus  inclpiat  tarn  laeto  haec  omine  condl, 

Quoe  nee  Bodleio  cedat,  id  omne  tuum  eft. 
Munera  dant  numerofa  manus  procerumque  patrumquc, 

Exemplo  &  monltis  exftimulata  tuis. 
Perge,  fovere  Artes,  nee  vanum  urgere  laborem  : 

Tarn  pulehrum  pulchre  Mufa  rependet  opus. 
Haec  moles  quanquam  ipfa  ruet ;  raonumenta,  Camena: 

Quas  condent,  nuUo  funt  ruitura  die. 


Y  4  AN 
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AN        ELEGY, 

WRITTEN     IN     A     COUNTRY     CHURCH-YARDj 

BY     MR.     GRAY. 


ITT*  H  E  curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day, 
■*•    The  lowing  herd  wind  flowly  o'er  the  lea. 
The  plownian  homeward  plods  his  weary  way. 
And  leaves  the  world  to  darknefs  and  to  me. 


Now  fades  the  glimmering  landfcape  on  the  fight. 
And  all  the  air  a  folemn  ftillnefs  holds. 

Save  where  the  beetle  wheels  his  drony  flight. 
And  drowfy  tinklings  lull  the  diftant  folds  ; 

Save  that  from  yonder  ivy-mantled  tow'r 
The  moping  owl  does  to  the  moon  complain 

Of  fuch,  as  wand'ring  near  her  fecret  bow'r 
Moleft  her  ancient,  folitary  reign. 

Beneath  thofe  rugged  elms,  that  yew-tree's  fhade. 
Where  heaves  the  turf  in  many  a  mould'ring  heap. 

Each  in  his  narrow  cell  for  ever  laid. 
The  rude  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  fleep. 


The 
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IN    CiEMETERlO    RUSTICO    COMPOSIT  UM. 

AUdiftin !   quam  lenta  fonans  campana  per  agros^ 
vErato  occiduam  nuntiat  ore  diem. 
Armenta  impellunt  crebris  mugitibus  auras, 

Laffatufqe  domum  rufticus  urget  iter. 
Solus  ego  in  tenebris  moror,  &  veftigia  folus 
Compono  tacita  nofte,  vacoque  mihi. 

Omnia  pallefcunt  jam  decedentia  vifu, 
Et  terra  &  ccElum,  qua  patet,  omne  filet. 

Cunfla  filent,  nifi  mufca  fuam  fub  vefpere  fero 
Raucifonans  pigram  qua  rotat  orbe  fugam ; 

Cunfla  filent,  nifi  qua  faciles  campanula  fiDmno» 
Allicit,  &  lento  murmure  mulcet  oves. 

Quaque  hedera  antiquas  focia  compleflitur  umbrS 

Turres,  feralis  lugubre  cantat  avis ; 
Et  ftrepit  ad  lunam,  fi  quis  fub  nofte  vagetur 

Iraperium  violans,  Cynthia  Diva,  tuum. 

Has  propter  veteres  ulmos,  taxique  fub  umbra 
Qua  putris  multo  cefpite  turget  humus, 

Dormit,  in  asternum  dormit,  gens  prifca  colonunn 
Quifque  fua  angufta  conditus  ufque  dome. 


Hos 
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The  breezy  call  of  incenfe-breathing  morn, 

The  fwallow  twitt'ring  from  the  ftraw-built  fhed. 

The  cock's  fhrill  clarion,  or  the  echoing  horn. 
No  more  fhall  roufe  them  from  their  lowly  bed. 


For  them  no  more  the  blazing  hearth  fhall  burn. 
Or  bufy  houfevvife  ply  her  evening  care  : 

No  children  run  to  lifp  their  fire's  return. 
Or  climb  his  knees  the  envied  kifs  to  fhare. 


Oft  did  the  harveft  to  their  fickle  yield. 

Their  furrow  oft  the  ftubborn  glebe  has  broke! 

How  jocund  did  they  drive  their  team  afield  ! 

How  bow'd  the  woods  beneath  their  fturdy  ftroke! 


Let  not  ambition  mock  their  ufeful  toil. 
Their  homely  joys,  and  deftiny  obfcure ; 

Nor  grandeur  hear  with  a  difdainful  fmile. 
The  Ihorl  and  fimple  annals  of  the  poor. 


The  boaft  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  pow'r. 
And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e'er  gHTC, 

Await  alike  th'  inevitable  hour ; 

The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave* 


Nor 
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Ros  nee  mane  novum,  Zephyrique  fragrantior  aura. 

Nee  gallus  vigili  qui  vocat  ore  diem. 
Nee  circumvolitans  quae  ftridula  garrit  Iiirundo 

Stramineumque  alta  fub  trabe  figit  opus, 
Undique  nee  cornu  vox  ingeminata  fonantis 

^terno  elicient  hos,  repetentque  tore. 

Amplius  his  nunquam  conjux  bene  fidamarito 

Ingeret  ardenti  grand ia  ligna  foco  ; 
Nee  reditum  expedans  domini  fub  vefpere  fero 

Excoquet  agreftes  officiofa  dapes ; 
Nee  curret  raptim  genitoris  ad  ofcula  proles. 

Nee  reducem  agnofcent  cemula  turba  patrem. 

Quam  fepe  Hi  raftris  glebam  fregere  feracem  ? 

Saepe  horum  eecidit  fake  refeda  feges. 
Quam  Isti  egerunt  ftridentia  plauftra  per  agros, 

Et  ftimulis  tardos  inerepuere  boves! 
Horum  fylva  vetus  quam  eoncidit  ifta  bipenni^ 

Quaque  ruit  late  vi  tremefecit  humura ! 

Ne  tamen  Ambitio  rifu  male  lasta  maligno 
Sortemve,  aut  lufus,  aut  rude  temnat  opus ! 

Nee  fronte  excipiat  ventofa  Superbia  torva 
Pauperis  annales,  hiftoriafque  breves ! 

Et  generis  jaftatus  hones,  dominatio  regum, 
Quicquid  opes,  quicquid  forma  dedere  boni, 

Supremam  fimul  hanc  expeiftant  omnia  nodem  : 
Scilicet  ad'lethum  ducit  honoris  iter* 

NoIIte 
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Nor  you,  ye  proud,  impute  to  thefe  the  fault. 
If  Mem'ry  o'er  their  tomb  no  trophies  raife. 

Where  through  the  long-drawn  ifle  and  fretted  vault 
The  pealing  anthem  fwells  the  note  of  praife. 


Can  ftoried  urn  or  animated  buft 

Back  to  its  manfion  call  the  fleeting  breath  ? 
Can  honour's  voice  provoke  the  filent  duft. 

Or  Flatt'ry  footh  the  dull  cold  ear  of  Death  ? 


Perhaps  in  this  negleifted  fpot  is  laid 

Some  heart  once  pregnant  with  celeftial  fire  : 

Hands,  that  the  rod  of  empire  might  have  fway'd. 
Or  wak'd  to  extafy  the  living  lyre. 


But  knowledge  to  their  eyes  her  ample  page. 
Rich  with  the  fpoils  of  time,  did  ne'er  unroll : 

Chill  penury  reprefs'd  their  noble  rage. 
And  froze  the  genial  current  of  the  foul. 


Full  many  a  gem  of  pureft  ray  ferene 

The  dark  unfathom'd  caves  of  ocean  bear  j 

Full  many  a  flower  is  born  to  blufh  unfeen. 
And  wafte  its  fweetnefs  in  the  defert  air. 


Som 
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Nolite  hos  humiles  culpa  infimulare,  Superbi, 
Quod  domini  oftendant  nulla  trophasa  decus. 

Qua  canit  amiffum  longo  ordine  turba  patronum, 
Clarofque  ingeminant  clauftra  profunda  fonos. 

An  vanis  infcripta  notis  anguftior  urna, 
Phidiacumve  loquens  nobile  marmor  opus. 

An  revocent  animam  fatali  a  fede  fugacem  ? 
Detque  iterum  vitapoffe  priore  frui? 

Poffit  adulantum  fermo  penetrare  fepulchrum? 
Evocet  aut  manes  laus  et  inanis  honor  ? 

Forfan  in  hoc,  ollm  divine  femine  pnegnans 
Ingenii,  hoc  aliquis  cefpite  dormit  adhuc. 

Neglefto  hoc  forfan  jaceat  fub  cefpite,  fceptra 
Cujus  traftarint  imperiofa  manus. 

Vel  quales  ipfo  forfan  vel  Apolline  dignjc 
Pulfarint  dofto  pollice  fila  lyra:. 

Doftrinas  horum  oculis  antiqua  volumina  prifcaj 

Nunquam  divitias  explicuere  fuas. 
Horum  autem  ingenium  torpefcere  fecit  egeflas 

Afpera,  &  anguftae  fors  inimica  domi. 

Multa  fuboceano  pellucida  gemma  latefcit, 

Et  rudis  ignotum  fert  &c  inane  decus. 
Plurima  negledos  fragrans  rofa  pandit  odores, 

Fonit  Si  occiduo  pendula  fole  caput. 


iErauIus 
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Some  viliage- Hampden,  that  with  dauntlefs  breaft 
The  little  tyrant  of  his  fields  vvithftood  ; 

Some  mate  inglorious  Milton  here  may  reft. 
Some  Cromwell  guiltlefs  of  his  country's  blood. 


Th'  applaufe  of  lift'ning  fenates  to  command. 
The  threats  of  pain  and  ruin  to  defpife. 

To  fcatter  plenty  o'er  a  fmiling  land. 
And  read  their  hiftory  in  a  nation's  eyes. 


Their  lot  forbad :  nor  circumfcrib'd  alone 

Their  growing  virtues,  but  their  crimes  confin'd  j 

Forbad  to  wade  through  flaughter  to  a  throne. 
And  fhut  the  gates  of  mercy  on  mankind  j 


The  ftruggling  pangs  of  confcious  truth  to  hide. 

To  quench  the  blufhes  of  ingenuous  (hame. 
Or  heap  the  fhrine  of  luxury  and  pride 
.  With  incenfe  kindled  at  the  Mufe's  fkmc. 


Far  from  the  madding  crowd's  ignoble  ftrife. 
Their  fober  wifhes  never  learn 'd  to  ftray ; 

Along  the  cool  fequefter'd  vale  of  life 
They  kept  the  noifelefs  tenor  of  their  way. 


Yet 
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iEmulus  HamdenI  hie  aliquls  requiefcat  agreftis, 

Quem  patriae  indignans  exftiraulavit  amor ; 
Aufus  hie  exiguo  eft  villse  oppugnare  tyranno, 

Aflerere  et  forti  jura  paterna  manu. 
Aut  mutus  forfan,  fatoque  inglorius  alter 

Hac  vel  Miltono  par,  requiefcat  humo. 
Dormiat  aut  aliquis  Cromuelli  hie  smulus  audax. 

Qui  patriam  poterit  vel  jugulaffe  fuam. 

Eloquio  arreftum  prompto  mulcere  fenatura, 

Exilii  immoto  pedore  ferre  minas, 
Divitias  larga  in  patriam  diffunderedextra, 

Hiftoriam  ex  populi  colligere  ore  fuam, 

Illorum  vetuit  fors  Improba ; — nee  tamen  ardo 
Tantum  ad  virtutem  limite  claufit  iter, 

Verum  etiam  &  vitia  ulterius  tranfire  vetabat. 
Nee  dedit  his  magnum  poffe  patrare  fcelus. 

Hos  vetuit  temere  per  ftragem  invadere  regnura, 
Excipere  et  furda  fupplicis  aure  preces. 

Sentire  ingenuum  nee  dedidicere  ruborera, 

Confcia  fufFufus  quo  notat  ora  pudor. 
Luxuria  hi  nunquam  fefe  immerfere  fuperba. 

Nee  Mufae  his  laudes  proftituere  fuas. 

At  placide  illorum,  procul  a  certamine  turbx 
Speclabant  propriam  fobria  vota  domum  j 

Qyifque  fibi  vivens,  &  fponte  inglorius  exul, 
Dum  tacito  elabens  vita  tenore  Huit. 

Hxc 


536  LLOYD'S    POEMS. 

Yet  ev'n  thefe  bones  from  infult  to  proteft. 
Some  frail  memorial  ftill  ereded  nigh, 

With  uncouth  rhymes  and  (hapelefs  fculpture  deck'd. 
Implores  the  pafiing  tribute  of  a  iigh. 


Their  name,  their  years,  fpelt  by  th'  unletter'd  Mufe, 

The  place  of  fame  and  elegy  fupply  : 
And  many  a  holy  text  around  fhe  ftrews. 

That  teach  the  ruftic  moraliil:  to  die. 


For  who,  to  dumb  forgetfulnefs  a  prey. 
This  pleafing  anxious  being  e'er  refign'd. 

Left  the  warm  precinfts  of  the  chearful  day. 
Nor  cafl  one  longing  ling'ring  look  behind  ? 


On  fbme  fond  breaft  the  parting  foul  relies. 
Some  pious  drops  the  clofing  eye  requires ; 

Ev'n  from  the  tomb  the  %'oice  of  nature  cries, 
Ev'n  in  our  afhes  live  their  wonted  fires. 


For  thee,  who,  mindful  of  th'  unhonour'd  dead, 
Doft  in  thefe  lines  their  artlefs  tale  relate  j 

If  chance,  by  lonely  contemplation  led. 
Some  kindred  fpirit  fliall  inquire  thy  fate. 


Haply 
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Hxc  tamen  a  damno  qui  fervet  tutius  ofTa, 
En  tumulus  fragilem  praebet  amicus  opem! 

Et  vera  agrefti  eliciant  fufpiria  corde 
IncultsE  effigies,  indocilefque  modi, 

Atque  locum  fupplent  elegorum  nomen  &  anni 
Qu3e  forma  infcribit  ruftica  Mufa  rudi : 

Multa  etiam  facri  diflPundit  commata  textus, 
Qucis  meditans  difcat  vulgus  agrefte  mori. 

Heu !  quis  enim  dubia  hac  dulcique  excedere  vita 

JufTus,  et  aeternas  jam  fubiturus  aquas, 
Defcendit  nigram  ad  nodem,  cupidufque  fupremo 

Non  faUem  occiduam  refpicit  oxe  diem? 

Decedens  alicui  faltem  mens  fidit  amico 

In  cujus  blando  peftore  ponit  opem ; 
Fletum  aliquem  expofcunt  jam  deficientia  morte 

Lumina,  amicorum  qui  riget  imbre  genas ; 
Quin  etiam  ex  tumulo,  veteris  non  infcia  flamms, 

Natura  exclamat  fida,  memorque  fui. 

At  tibi,  qui  tenui  hoc  deducis  carmine  fortem, 

Et  defunftorum  ruftica  fata  gemis. 
Hue  olim  intentus  li  quis  veftigia  fledat 

Et  fuerit  qualis  fors  tua  forte  loget. 


Vat.  LXVni.  Z  Huic 
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Haply  fome  hoary-headed  fwain  may  fay, 
••  Oft  have  we  feen  him  at  the  peep  of  dawn 

*'  Brufhing  with  hafly  fteps  the  dews  away 
♦*  To  meet  the  fun  upon  the  upland  lawn. 


*•  There  at  the  foot  of  yonder  nodding  beech 
**  That  wreathes  its  old  fantaftic  roots  fo  high, 

*'  His  liftlefs  length  at  noon-tide  would  he  ftretch, 
*•  And  pore  upon  the  brook  that  babbles  by. 


"  Hard  by  yon  wood,  now  fmiling  as  in  fcorn, 
*'  Mutt'ring  his  wayward  fancies  he  wou'd  rove; 

••  Now  drooping,  woeful  wan,  like  one  forlorn, 
**  Or  craz'd  with  care,  or  crofs'd  in  hopekfs  love. 


•*  One  morn  I  mifs'd  him  on  the  cuftom'd  hill, 
"  Along  the  heath  and  near  his  fav'rite  tree ; 

•*  Another  came ;  nor  yet  befide  the  rill, 

*'  Nor  up  the  lawn,  nor  at  the  wood  was  he. 


**  The  next  with  dirges  due,  in  fad  array, 

**  Slow  through  the  church-yard  path  we  faw  him 
borne,  - 

♦*  Approach  and  read  (for  thou  can'ft  read)  the  lay, 
*•  Grav'd  on  the  ftone  beneath  yon  aged  thorn." 

•  THE 
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Huic  aliquis  forfan  fenlor  refpondeat  ultro 
Cui  nlveis  albent  tempora  fparfa  comis  ; 

*•  Vidimus  hunc  quam  fepe  micantes  roribus  herbas 
««  Verrentem  rapido,  mane  rubente,  gradu. 

*'  Ad  rofeum  folis  properabat  faepius  ortum, 
"  Summaque  tendebat  per  juga  Ia:tus  Iter. 

**  Saipe  fub  hac  fago,  radices  undique  circum 
**  Qus  varie  antiquas  implicat  alta  fuas, 

**  Stratus  humi  meditans  medio  procumberet  aeftu, 
*'  Luftraretque  inhians  flebile  murmur  aquse. 

**  Saspius  banc  fylvam  propter  virldefque  receflus 
♦*  Urgeret  meditans  plurima,  lentus  iter, 

**  Intentam  hie  multa  obledaret  imagine  mentem, 
**  Mufarumque  frequens  follicitaret  opem. 

•*  Jam  veluti  demens,  tacitis  erraret  in  agris, 
**  Aut  cujus  ftimulat  corda  repulfus  amor. 

"  Mane  aderat  nuper,  tamen  hunc  nee  viderat  arbos, 
**  Nee  juga,  nee  faliens  fons,  tacitumve  nemus ; 

**  Altera  lux  oritur;  nee  aperta  hie  valle  videtur, 
*♦  Nee  tamen  ad  fagum,  nee  prope  fontis  aquam. 

**  Tertia  fucceffit — lentoque  exangue  cadaver 
**  Ecce  fepulchrali  eft  pompa  fecuta  gradu. 

**  Tu  lege,  namque  potes,  caelatum  in  marmore  carmen, 
*'  Quod  juxta  has  vepres  exhibet  ifte  Japis," 
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THE      EPITAPH. 

HERE  refts  his  head  upon  the  lap  of  earth, 
A  youth  to  fortune  and  to  fame  unknown. 
Fair  Science  frown'd  not  on  his  humble  birth. 
And  Melancholy  mark'd  him  for  her  own. 


Large  was  his  bounty,  and  his  foul  fincerc, 
Heav'n  did  a  recampence  as  largely  fend  ; 

He  gave  to  mis'ry,  all  he  had,  a  tear, 
Hegain'd  from  Heav'n  ('twas  all  he  wifh'dj  a  friend. 


No  farther  feek  his  merits  to  difclofe. 

Or  draw  his  frailties  from  their  dread  abode, 

{There  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repofe) 
The  bofora  of  his  Father  and  his  God, 


SONG, 


C   3^1   3 


EPITAPHIUM, 

lUI  nunquam  favit  fama  aut  fortuna  fecunda, 
Congefto  hoc  juvenem  ccfpite  fervat  humus* 
Huic  tamen  arrifit  jucunda  Scientia  vultu, 
Selegitque,  habitans  peftora,  Cura  fibi« 

Xargus  opum  fult,  &  fincero  peftore  fretus, 

Accepit  pretiura  par,  tribuente  Deo. 
Indoluit  miferans  inopi,  lachrymafque  profudlt, 
— Scilicet  id,  miferis  quod  daret,  omne  fuit, 
A  cogIo  interea  fidum  acquifivit  amicum. 

Scilicet  id,  cuperet  quod  magis,  omne  fuit, 

Ne  merita  ulterius  defunfti  exquirere  pergas. 
Nee  vitia  ex  facra  fede  referre  petas. 

Utraque  ibi  trepida  pariter  fpe  condita  reliant. 
In  grcmio  Patris  fcilicet  atque  Dei, 


Zj  CAR- 
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FLutt'ring  fpread  thy  purple  pinions, 
•Gentle  Cupid,  o'er  my  heart; 
I  a  flave  in  thy  dominions  : 
Nature  mull  give  way  to  art. 

Mild  Arcadians,  ever  blooming. 

Nightly  nodding  o'er  your  flocks. 
See  my  weary  days  confuming. 

All  beneath  yon  flow'ry  rocks. 

Thus  the  Cyprian  goddefs  weeping, 

Mourn'd  Adonis,  darling  youth; 
Him  the  Boar  in  filence  creeping, 

Gor'd  with  unrelenting  tooth. 

Cynthia,  tune  harm,onious  numbers; 

Fair  Difcretion,  ftring  the  lyre  j 
Sooth  my  ever-waking  flumbers  : 

Bright  Apollo,  lend  thy  choir! 

Gloomy  Pluto,  king  of  terrors, 

Arm'd  in  adamantine  chains. 
Lead  me  to  the  cryftal  mirrors, 

Wat'ring  foft  Elylian  plains, 

*  From  Pope's  Works. 


[    343     ] 


CARMEN       ELEGAN 

TUQUE  adeo  rofeas  expande  volatilis  alas, 
Et  leviter  peftus  tange,  Cupido,  meurn. 
Imperils,  pulchelle,  tuis  ego  fcrvulus  ultro  ; 
Naturam  ars  vidlrix  fcilicet  ufqe  domat. 

Arcades,  asterno  viridantes  florejuventa;, 
Nofte  innutantes  qualibet  inter  oves, 

Afpicite,  ut  fenfim  languens  juvenilior  xtas, 
Hjec  juxta,  haec,  inquam  florea  faxa  perit! 

Ante  omnes  carum  fic  levit  Adonida  Cyprls, 
Deceptufque  Deam  triftius  urfit  Amor  ; 

Htmc,  tacite  adrepens  per  denfa  filentia  noftis 
Incautum  faevo  dente  momordit  Aper. 

Strino-e  lyram  interea  pulchre  Prudentia  ludens, 
Hannonixque  graves,  Cynthia,  funde  modes! 

Doftse  ambae  vigiles  curas  fopire  canendo. 

Tuque  tuum  imperii,  Praefes  Apollo,  chorum ! 

Tuque  adamanteis,  Pluton'  armate  catenis, 
O  Tu  Terrorum  Rex,  metuende  Deus, 

Due  me,  qua  paffim  chryllailina  flumina  currant, 
Elyfiique  lavat  lucida  lympha  nemus. 


Z  4  Vos 
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Mournful  cyprefs,  verdant  willow. 
Gilding  my  Aurelia's  brows, 

Morpheus  hov'ring  o'er  my  pillow. 
Hear  me  pay  my  dying  vows. 

Melancholy,  fmooth  Mseander, 

Swiftly  purling  in  a  round. 
On  thy  margin  lovers  wander. 

With  thy  flow'ry  chaplets  crown'd» 

Thus  when  Philomela  drooping. 

Softly  feeks  her  lilent  mate. 
See  the  bird  of  Juno  ftooping  j 

Melody  refigns  to  fate. 
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Vos  etiam  msefti  falices.  trlftefque  cupreffi, 

Aurelis  asterniim  ferta  dicata  meas; 
Audi  etiam,  Morpheu,  divum  placidiflime  Morpheu, 

Ut  queror,  ut  penitus  maceror  igne  novo. 

Trifle  fluens,  fed  lene  fluens.  Meander,  amasno 
Murmure  qui  curfum  flexilis  orbe  rotas! 

Margine  fepe  etiam  quam  plurimus  errat  amator, 
Cui  tua  fubmittunt  florea  dona  decus. 

Sic  quando  fenfim  languens  Philomela,  filentem 
Mollior  aggreditur,  nee  fine  voce,  procum  j 

Afpice,  de  cceIo  interea  Junonius  ales 
Defcendens,  fato  cedit  inane  Melos, 


PART 
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PART      OF      HOMER'S 

HYMN     TO     APOLLO. 

TRANSLATED  FROM  THE   GREEK. 

/^  OD  of  the  Bow !  Apollo,  thee  I  fing  ; 

^-^  Thee,  as  thou  draw'ft  amain  the  founding  ftrlng, 

Th'  immortal  povv'rs  revere  with  homage  low. 

And  ev'ry  godhead  trembles  at  thy  bow. 

All  but  Latona  :  She  with  mighty  Jove 

Eyes  thee  with  all  a  tender  parent's  love; 

Clofes  thy  quiver,  thy  tough  bow  unbends. 

And  high  amid  th'  aethereal  dome  fufpends. 

Then  fmiling  leads  thee,  her  all-glorious  fon. 

To  fhare  the  mighty  Thunderer's  awful  throne. 

Goblets  of  neftar  thy  glad  fire  prepares. 

And  thee,  his  faired,  noblefl  fon  declares ; 

While  ev'ry  god  fits  rapt,  Latona's  breaft 

Beats  with  fuperior  joy,  and  hails  her  fon  confcfl. 

Thrice  bleft  Latona !  from  thee,  Goddefs,  fprung 
Diana  chafte,  and  Phcebus  ever-young ; 
*  Her  in  Ortygia's  ifle,  and  Him  you  bore 
At  Cynthius'  hill  on  Delos'  fea-girt  fliore, 
"Where  the  tall  palm  uprears  its  lovely  head. 
And  clear  Inopus  laves  the  flow'ry  mead. 

O  Phoebus, 

*  Dilos  and  Oitygia  are  mentioned  as  different  [liliiads  in  th*^ 
OriginaJit 
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O  Phoebus,  where  fhall  I  begin  thy  praife  ? 
Well  can'ft  thou  rule  the  poet's  artlefs  lays. 
Oft  on  the  craggy  rock,  or  mountain  hoar. 
By  river  fide,  or  on  the  fea's  hoarfe  (hore, 
Wand'ring  well-pleas'd,  with  mufic's  magic  foundj, 
And  airs  divine,  thou  charm'ft  the  region  round. 
Say,  fhall  I  fing  how  firft  on  Delos'  fhore. 
Thee,  glorious  progeny,  Latona  bore  *  ? 
How  firft,  from  other  ifles,  befet  with  grief. 
In  vain  thy  tortur'd  mother  fought  relieff 
Each  to  her  out-caft  woe  denied  abode, 
Nordurft  one  ifle  receive  the  future  god. 
At  length  to  Delos  came  the  lab'ring  fair. 
And  fuppliant  thus  befought  her  needful  care, 

Delos !  receive  Apollo,  and  O !  raife 
A  glorious  temple  to  record  his  praife ! 
Then  fhall  He  govern  thee  with  gentle  fway. 
And  only  '"hocbus  fliall  thine  ifle  obey. 
What  though  no  flocks,  nor  herds,  nor  juicy  vine. 
Nor  plants  of  thoufand  natures  fhall  be  thine. 
Swift  to  the  temple  of  the  Bowyer-king  +, 
Oblations  rich  fliall  ev'ry  nation  bring; 
For  ever  from  thy  altars  fhall  arife 
The  fragrant  incenfe  of  burnt-facrifice. 
No  longer  then  regret  thy  barren  foil. 
Receive  the  God,  and  live  by  other's  toil  I 

She 

*  Here  feveral  verfes  containing  nothing  but  a  m«re  lift  of  the 
names  of  iflands  are  omitted. 

t  Bcuycr-khtg  and  Boivjer.  Go  J  ire  expreflions  frequently  ufcd 
fcy  Dryden,  ia  his  verfiou  of  the  firft  Iliad,  to  figaify  Apollo, 
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She  fpake  :  with  inward  rapture  Delos  fmil'd. 
And  footh'd  the  fuppliant  pow'r  with  anfwer  mild, 

Latona !  mighty  Caeus'  daughter  fair. 
Full  willingly  wou'd  Delos  eafe  thy  care. 
Full  willingly  behold  her  barren  earth 
Witnefs  the  glories  of  Apollo's  birth  : 
The  mighty  God  wou'd  raife  my  lowly  name^ 
And  confecrate  his  native  ifle  to  fame. 
One  fear  alone  diftrafts  my  beating  heart ; 
That  fear,  O  Goddefs,  lift  while  I  impart. 
Second  to  none  amid  th'  aethereal  &ies, 
Apollo  foon  all  terrible  fhall  rife : 
All  nations  fhall  adore  the  mighty  God, 
And  kings  and  kingdoms  tremble  at  his  nod. 
Haply  (for  ah!  dire  fears  my  foul  infeft. 
And  fill  with  horror  my  tumultuous  bread) 
Soon  as  the  glorious  Godhead  ftiall  be  born. 
My  defert  region  will  he  view  with  fcorn. 
Indignant  fpurn  me,  curfe  my  barren  foil. 
And  plunge  into  the  waves  my  hated  ifle. 
Triumphant  then  to  happier  climes  remove. 
There  fix  his  fhrine,  plant  there  his  facred  grove. 
Whelm'd  in  the  briny  main  (hall  Delos  lay. 
To  all  the  finny  brood  a  wretched  prey. 
But,  O  Latona !  if,  to  quell  my  fear. 
You'll  deign  a  folemn  facred  oath  to  fwear. 
That  here  the  God  his  glorious  feat  fhall  hold. 
And  here  his  fapient  oracles  unfold. 
Your  facred  burthen  here,  Latona,  lay. 
Here  view  the  Godhead  burfting^  into  day. 


Thus 
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Thus  Delos  pray'd,  nor  was  her  pray'r  denied. 
But  foon  with  folemn  vows  thus  ratified : 
Witnefs  O  heaven  and  earth !  O  Stygian  lake ! 
Dire  adjuration,  that  no  God  may  breik! 
In  Delos  fhall  Apollo's  (hrine  be  rear'd, 
Delos,  his  beft  belov'd,  moft  honour'd,  moft  rever'd. 

Thus  vow'd  Latona  :  Delos  hail'd  her  earth 
Bleft  in  the  glories  of  Apollo's  birth. 
Nine  haplefs  days  and  nights,  with  writhing  throes. 
And  all  the  anguifh  of  a  mother's  woes, 
Latona  tortur'd  lay ;  in  forrowing  mood. 
Around  her  many  a  {ifter-goddefs  flood. 
Aloft  in  heaven  imperial  Juno  fat. 
And  view'd  relentlefs  her  unhappy  fate. 
Lucina  too,  the  kind  affuaging  pow'r 
That  tends  the  lab'ring  mother's  child-bed  hour. 
And  mitigates  her  woes,  in  golden  clouds 
High  on  Olympus*  top  the  Goddefs  fhrouds. 
Her  large  full  eyes  with  indignation  roll. 
And  livid  envy  feiz'd  her  haughty  foul. 
That  from  Latona's  loins  was  doom'd  to  fpring 
So  great  a  fon,  the  mighty  Bowyer-king. 
The  milder  pow'rs,  that  near  the  lab'ring  fair 
View'd  all  her  pangs  with  unavailing  care. 
Fair  Iris  fent,  the  many  colour 'd  maid. 
To  gain  with  goodly  gifts  Lucina's  aid. 
But  charg'd  her  heed,  left  Juno  fhould  prevent 
"With  prohibition  dire  their  kind  intent, 

Fleet 


S50  LLOYD'S    POEMS. 

Fleet  as  the  winged  winds,  the  flying  fair 
With  nimble  pinion  cut  the  liquid  air. 
Olympus  gain'd,  apart  fhe  call'd  the  maid, 
Then  fought  with  many  a  pray'r  her  needful  aid. 
And  mov'd  her  foul  :  when  foon  with  dove-like  pace 
Swiftly  they  meafur'd  back  the  viewlefs  airy  fpace. 

Soon  as  to  Delos'  ifle  Lucina  came 
The  pangs  of  travail  feiz'd  Latona's  frame. 
Her  twining  arms  fhe  threw  the  palm  around. 
And  preft  with  deep-indented  knee  the  ground ; 
Then  into  day  fprung  forth  the  jolly  boy. 
Earth  fmil'd  beneath,  and  heaven  rang  with  joy. 

The  Sifter  Pow'rs  that  round  Latona  flood 
With  chafte  ablutions  cleans'd  the  infant-god. 
His  lovely  limbs  in  mantle  white  they  bound. 
And  gently  drew  a  golden  fwathe  around. 
He  hung  not  helplefs  at  his  mother's  breaft. 
But  Themis  fed  him  with  an  heavenly  feaft. 
PJeas'd  while  Latona  views  the  heavenly  boy. 
And  fondly  glows  with  all  a  mother's  joy. 
The  lufty  babe,  ftrong  with  ambrofial  food. 
In  vain  their  bonds  or  golden  fwathes  withftood. 
Bonds,  fwathes,  and  ligaments  with  eafe  he  broke^ 
And  thus  the  wond'ring  Deities  befpoke; 
**  The  lyre,  and  founding  bow,  and  to  declare 
"  The  Thund'rer's  counfels,  be  Apollo's  carel" 

He 
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He  fpake ;  and  onwards  all  majeftic  ftrodc  ; 
The  Queen  of  Heaven  awe-ftruck  view'd  the  God, 
Delos  beheld  him  with  a  tender  fmile. 
And  hail'd,  enrich'd  with  gold,  her  happy  iflc  ; 
Her  happy  ifle,  Apollo's  native  feat. 
His  facred  haunt,  his  beft-belov'd  retreat. 
Grac'd  with  Apollo,  Delos  glorious  fhines. 
As  the  tall  mountain  crownd  with  ftately  pines. 

Now  ftony  Cynthus  wou'd  the  God  afcend. 
And  now  his  courfe  to  various  iflands  bend. 
Full  many  a  fane,  and  rock,  and  fhady  grove. 
River,  and  mountain  did  Apollo  love ; 
But  chiefly  Delos :  The  lonians  there. 
With  their  chafte  wives  and  prattling  babes,  repair* 
There  gladly  celebrate  Apollo's  name 
With  many  a  folemn  rite  and  facred  gamej 
The  jolly  dance  and  holy  hymn  prepare. 
And  with  the  Casftus  urge  the  manly  war. 
If,  when  their  facred  feaft  th'  lonians  hold. 
Their  gallant  fports  a  ftranger  fhou'd  behold. 
View  the  ftrong  nerves  the  brawny  chiefs  that  brace. 
Or  eye  the  fofter  charms  of  female  grace  ; 
Then  mark  their  riches  of  a  thoufand  kinds. 
And  their  tall  (hips  born  fwift  before  the  winds. 
So  goodly  to  the  fight  wou'd  all  appear. 
The  fair  aflembly  Gods  he  wou'd  declare. 
There  too  the  Delian  Virgins,  beauteous  choir, 
Apollo's  handmaids,  wake  the  living  lyre ; 
To  Phoebus  firft  they  confecrate  the  lays, 
Latona  then  and  chafle  Diana  praife. 

Then 
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Then  heroes  old,  and  matrons  chafte  rehearfe, 
Andfooth  theraptur'd  heart  with  facred  verfe. 
Each  voice,  the  Delian  maids,  each  human  found 
With  apteft  imitation  fvveet  refound  : 
Their  tongue  fo  juftly  tune  with  accents  new. 
That  none  the  falfe  diftinguilh  from  the  true* 

Latona!  Phoebus!   Dian,  lovely  fair ! 
Bleft  Delian  nymphs,  Apollo's  chiefeft  care. 
All  hail!  and  O  with  praife  your  poet  crown, 
l^or  all  his  labours  in  oblivion  drown ! 
If  haply  fome  poor  pilgrim  fhall  enquire, 
*'  O,  virgins,  who  moft  flcilful  fmites  the  lyre  ? 
♦•  Whofe  lofty  verfe  in  fweeteft  defcant  rolls, 
**  And  charms  to  extafy  the  hearers  fouls  ?" 
O  anfwer,  a  blind  bard  in  Chios  dwells. 
In  all  the  arts  of  verfe  who  far  excells. 
Then  o'er  the  earth  fhall  fpread  my  glorious  fame. 
And  diftant  Nations  fhall  record  my  name. 
But  Phoebus  never  will  I  ceafe  to  fmg, 
Latona's  noble  fon,  the  mighty  Bowyer-king. 

Thee  Lycia  and  Masonia,  thee,  great  Pow'r, 
The  bleft  Miletus'  habitants  adore ; 
But  thy  lov'd  haunt  is  fea-girt  Delos'  fhore. 


}. 


Now  Pytho's  ftony  foil  Apollo  treads. 
And  all  around  ambrofial  fragrance  fheds. 
Then  ftrikes  with  matchlefs  art  the  golden  ftrlngs. 
And  Qv'ry  hill  with  heavenly  mufick  rings, 

A  Olympus 


HYMN    TO    APOLLO.  353 

Olympus  now  and  the  divine  abodes 
Glorious  he  feeks,  and  mixes  with  the  Gods. 
Each  heavenly  bofom  pants  with  fond  defire 
To  hear  the  lofty  verfe  and  golden  lyre. 
Drawn  by  the  magic  found,  the  Virgin- Nine 
With  warblings  fweet  the  facred  minftrel  join  : 
Now  with  glad  heart,  loud  voice,  and  jocund  lays 
Full  fweetly  carol  bounteous  heaven's  praife ; 
And  now  in  dirges  fad,  and  numbers  flow 
Relate  the  piteous  tale  of  human  woe  j 
Woe,  by  the  Gods  on  wretched  mortals  caft. 
Who  vainly  fhun  affliftion's  wintry  blaft. 
And  all  in  vain  attempt  with  fond  delay 
Death's  certain  fhaft  to  ward,  or  chafe  old  age  away. 

The  Graces  there,  and  fmiling  Hours  are  feen. 
And  Cytherea,  laughter-loving  Queen, 
And  Harmony,  and  Hebe,  lovely  band. 
To  fprightlieft  meafures  dancing  hand  in  hand. 
There,  of  no  common  port  or  vulgar  mien. 
With  heavenly  radiance,  fliines  the  Huntrefs-Queen, 
Warbles  refponfive  to  the  golden  lyre. 
Tunes  her  glad  notes,  and  joins  the  virgin  choir. 
There  Mars  and  Mercury  with  aukward  play. 
And  uncouth  gambols,  wafte  the  live-long  day. 

There  as  Apollo  moves  with  graceful  pace 
A  thoufand  glories  play  around  his  face ; 
In  fplendor  dreft  he  joins  the  feftive  band. 
And  fweeps  the  golden  lyre  with  magic  hand. 

Vol.  LXVIII.  A  a  Mean 
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Mean  while,  Latona  and  imperial  Jove 

Eye  the  bright  Godhead  with  parental  love ; 

And,  as  the  Deities  around  him  play. 

Well  pleas'd  his  goodly  mien  and  awful  port  fur vcy  *, 

*  The  Tranflator,  when  he  began  this  piece,  had  fome  thoughts 
of  giving  a  complete  Englifh  verfion  of  all  Homer's  Hymns,  being 
the  only  parts  of  his  works  never  yet  tranflated  ;  but  (to  fay  nothing 
of  his  opinion  of  this  fpecimen  of  his  tranflation)  fearing  that  this 
fpecies  of  poetry,  though  it  has  its  beauties,  and  does  not  want  ad- 
mirers among  the  learned,  would  appear  far  lefs  agreeable  to  the 
mere  Englifh  reader,  he  defifted.  They,  who  would  form  the 
jufteft  idea  of  this  fort  of  compofition  among  the  ancients,  may  be 
better  informed,  by  perufing  Dr.  Akenfide's  moft  clalTical  Hymn  to 
the  Naiads,  than  from  any  tranflaticn  of  Homer  or  Callimach»!, 
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CHLOe,  that  dear  bewitching  prude, 
Still  calls  me  faucy,  pert,  and  rude. 
And  fometimes  almoft  ftrikes  me ; 
And  yet,  I  fwear,  I  can't  tell  how. 
Spite  of  the  knitting  of  her  brow, 
I'm  very  fure  (he  likes  me. 

Afk  you  me,  why  I  fancy  thus  ? 
Why,  I  have  call'd  her  ji|t,  and  pufs. 

And  thought  myfelf  above  her ; 
And  yet  1  feel  it,  to  my  coft. 
That  when  I  rail  againft  her  moft, 

I'm  very  fure  I  love  her. 


A  a  2  THE 
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THE       FIRST      BOOK      OF 

THE        HENRI    A    DE, 

TRANSLATED     FROM      THE 

FRENCH    OF    M.    I>E    VOLTAIRE. 

Urs  H  Y  chieftain,  France,  of  try'd  illuftrious  worth, 
-■•    By  right  of  conqueft,  king,  by  right  of  birth, 
I  fing.     Who,  tutor'd  in  misfortune's  fchool. 
There  learnt  the  nobleft  fcience,  how  to  rule  j 
Bad  Faftion's  furious  difcord  ceafe  to  rave. 
Valiant  to  conquer,  merciful  to  fave ; 
Baffled  the  daring  League's  rebellious  fchemes, 
Mayenne's  proud  hopes,  and  Spain's  ambitious  dreams; 
With  civil  prudence  bleft,  with  martial  fire, 
A  nation's  conqueror,  and  a  nation's  fire. 

Truth,  heavenly  maid,  from  th'  Empyraean  height 
Defcend,  and  with  thy  ftrong  and  pureft  light  , 
My  verfe  illume !  and  O,  let  mortals  hear 
Thy  facred  word,  and  awfully  revere ! 
Be  thou  my  guide !  thy  fage  experience  brings 
Unerring  maxims  to  the  ear  of  kings. 
'Tis  thine,  bleft  maid,  and  only  thine,  to  (how 
What  moft  befits  the  regal  pow'r  to  know. 
Purge  thou  the  film  from  ofFa  nation's  eyes. 
And  Ihew  what  ills  from  civil  difcord  rife  •' 

2  Nor 
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Nor  fpare  with  decent  boldnefs  to  difclofe 
The  prince's  errors,  and  the  people's  woes : 
And  O !  if  fable  e'er,  in  times  of  yore, 
Mix'd  her  foft  accents  with  thy  fterner  lore. 
If  e'er  her  hand  adorn'd  thy  tow'ring  head. 
And  o'er  thy  front  her  milder  graces  fpreadj 
If  e'er  her  Ihades,  which  lovingly  unite. 
Bad  thy  fair  form  fpring  ftronger  into  light. 
With  me,  permit  her  all  thy  fteps  to  trace. 
Not  to  conceal  thy  beauties,  but  to  grace! 

Still  Valois  reign'd,  and  funk  in  pleafure's  bow'r. 
O'er  a  mad  ftate  held  loofe  the  reins  of  pow'r  ; 
The  trampled  Law  had  loft  its  ancient  force. 
And  Right  confounded,  mifs'd  her  even  courfe. 
'Twas  thus  when  Valois  France's  feeptre  bore, 
Scepter'd  indeed,  but  now  a  king  no  more ; 
Not  glory's  minion  now,  the  voice  of  fame, 
Swell'd  the  loud  trumpet  to  the  hero's  name  ; 
His  laurels  wither'd,  and  all  blafted  now. 
Which  conqueft  hung  upon  his  infant  brow  ; 
Whofe  progrefs  Europe  mark'd  with  confcious  fear, 
Whofe  lofs  provok'd  his  country's  common  tear. 
When,  the  long  train  of  all  his  virtues  known. 
The  North  admiring  call'd  him  to  the  throne. 
In  fecond  rank,  the  light  which  ftrikes  the  eyes, 
Rais'd  to  the  firft,  grows  dim,  and  feebly  dies. 
From  war's  ftern  foldier,  aftive,  firm,  and  brave. 
He  funk  a  monarch,  pleafure's  abjeft  flave, 
Lull'd  with  foft  eafe,  forgetful  all  of  ftate. 
His  vveaknefs  totter'd  with  a  kingdom's  weight; 

A  a  3  Whilft 
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Whllfl  loft  in  floth,  and  dead  to  glorious  fame. 
The  fons  of  riot  govern'd  in  his  name. 
QuELUs,  St.  Mai  GRIN,  death-cemented  pair, 
JoYEUSE  the  gay,  and  D*  EspERON  the  fair. 
The  carelefs  king  in  pleafure  plung'd  with  thefe. 
In  luft  intemperate,  and  lethargic  eafe. 

Mean  time,  the  Guises,  fortunate  and  brave, 
Catch'd  the  fair  moment  which  his  weaknefs  gave. 
Then  rofe  the  fatal  League  in  evil  hour. 
That  dreadful  rival  of  his  waning  pow'r. 
The  people  blind,  their  facred  Monarch  brav'd. 
Led  by  thofe  Tyrants,  who  their  rights  enflav'd. 
His  friends  forfook  him,  helplefs  and  alone. 
His  fervants  chas'd  him  from  his  royal  throne; 
Revolted  Paris,  deaf  to  kingly  awe. 
Within  her  gates  the  crouding  ftranger  faw. 
Through  all  the  city  burft  rebellion's  flame; 
And  all  was  loft,  when  virtuous  Bourbon  came  j 
Came,  full  of  warlike  ardour,  to  reftore 
That  light  his  prince,  deluded,  had  no  more. 
His  aftive  prcfence  breath'd  an  inftant  flame; 
No  longer  now  the  fluggifti  fons  of  (hame. 
Onward  they  prefs,  where  glory  calls,  to  arms. 
And  fpring  to  War  from  Pleafure's  filken  charms : 
To  Paris'  gates  both  kings  advance  amain, 
Rome  felt  th'  alarm,  and  trembled  haughty  Spain : 
While  Europe,  watching  where  the  tempeft  falls. 
With  anxious  eyes  beheld  th'  unhappy  walls. 


Within 
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Within  was  Discord,  with  her  hell-born  train. 
Stirring  to  war  the  League,  and  haughty  Mayne, 
The  people,  and  the  church  :  and  from  on  high 
Call'd  out  to  Spain,  rebellion's  prompt  ally. 
Discord,  dread,  monfter,  deaf  to  human  woe. 
To  her  own  fubjefts  an  avengeful  foe. 
Bloody,  impetuous,  eager  to  deftroy. 
In  man's  misfortune  founds  her  hateful  joy ; 
To  neither  party  ought  of  mercy  ftiown, 
Well-pleas'd  fhe  ftabs  the  dagger  in  her  own  j 
Dwells  a  fierce  tyrant  in  the  breaft  fhe  fires, 
Andfmiles  to  punifh  what  herfelf  infpires. 

Weft  of  the  city,  near  thofe  borders  gay. 
Where  Seine  obliquely  winds  her  floping  way, 
(Scenes  now,  where  pleafure's  foft  retreats  are  founds 
Where  triumphs  art,  and  nature  fmiles  around. 
Then,  by  the  will  of  fate,  the  bloody  ftage 
For  war's  ftern  combat  and  relentlefs  rage) 
Th'  unhappy  Valois  bad  his  troops  advance. 
There  rufh'd  at  once  the  generous  ftrength  of  France, 
A  thoufand  heroes,  eager  for  the  fight. 
By  fefts  divided,  from  revenge  unite. 
Thefe  virtuous  Bourbon  leads,  their  chofen  guide. 
Their  caufe  confederate,  and  their  hearts  allied* 
It  feem'd  the  army  felt  one  common  flame. 
Their  zeal,  religion,  caufe,  and  chief  the  fame. 

Thefacred  Louis,  fire  of  Bourbon's  race. 
From  azure  fkies,  befxde  the  throne  of  grace, 

A  a  4.  With 
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With  holy  joy  beheld  his  future  heir. 

And  ey'd  the  Hero  with  paternal  care ; 

With  fuch  as  prophets  feel,  a  bleft  prefage. 

He  faw  the  virtues  of  his  ripening  age  : 

Saw  Glory  round  him  all  her  laurels  deal. 

Yet  wail'd  his  errors,  though  he  lov'd  his  zeal  j' 

With  eye  prophetic  he  beheld  e'en  now. 

The  crown  of  France  adorn  his  royal  brow ; 

He  knew  the  wreath  was  deftin'd  which  they  gave. 

More  will'd  the  Saint,  the  light  which  (hines  to  fave. 

Still  Henry's  fleps  mov'd  onward  to  the  throne. 
By  fecret  ways,  e'en  to  himfelf  unknown ; 
His  help  from  Heaven  the  Holy  Prophet  fent, 
Eut  hid  the  arm  his  wife  indulgence  lent : 
Left  fure  of  conqueft,  he  had  Ilack'd  his  flame. 
Nor  grappled  danger  for  the  meed  of  fame. 

Already  Mars  had  donn'd  his  coat  of  mail. 
And  doubtful  Conqueft  held  her  even  fcale ; 
Carnage  with  blood  had  mark'd  his  purple  way. 
And  flaughter'd  heaps  in  wild  confufion  lay. 
When  Valois  thus  his  part'ner  king  addreft. 
The  figh  deep-heaving  from  his  anxious  breaft. 

**  You  fee  what  fate,  what  humbling  fate  is  mine, 
**  Nor  yet  alone,— the  injury  is  thine. 
**  The  dauntlefs  League,  by  hardy  Chieftains  led, 
**  Which  hiffes  faftion  with  her  Hydra  head, 

«♦  Boldly 
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Boldly  confederate  by  a  defperate  oath. 

Aims  not  at  me  alone,  but  ftrikes  at  both. 

Though  I  long  fince  the  regal  circle  wear. 

Though  thou  by  rank,  fucceed  my  rightful  heir, 

Paris  difowns  us,  nor  will  homage  bring 

To  me  their  prefent,  you  their  future  king. 

Thine,  well  they  know  the  next  illuftrious  claim. 

From  law,  from  birth,  and  deeds  of  loudeft  fame ; 

Yet  from  that  throne's  hereditary  right 

Where  I  but  totter,  wou'd  exclude  thee  quite. 

Religion  hurls  her  furious  bolts  on  thee. 

And  holy  councils  join  her  firm  decree : 

Rome,  though  fhe  raife  no  foldier's  martial  band. 

Yet  kindles  war  through  every  awe-ftruck  land  ; 

Beneath  her  banners  bids  each  hoft  repair. 

And  trufts  her  thunder  to  the  Spaniard's  care. 

Far  from  my  hopes  each  fummer  friend  is  flown. 

No  fubjefts  hail  me  on  my  facred  throne  ; 

No  kindred  now  the  kind  affeftion  fhows. 

All  fly  their  king,  abandon,  or  oppofe  : 

Rich  in  myfpoils,  with  greedy  treacherous  hafte, 

While  the  bafe  Spaniard  lays  my  country  wafle. 

Midftfoes  like  thefe,  abandon'd,  and  betray'd, 

France  in  her  turn  fliall  feek  a  foreign  aid  ; 

Shall  Britain's  court  by  fecret  methods  try. 

And  win  Eliza  for  a  firm  ally. 

Of  old  I  know  between  each  pow'rful  ftate, 

Subfifts  a  jealous  and  immortal  hate ; 

That  London  lifts  its  tow'ring  front  on  high. 

And  looks  on  Paris  with  a  rival  eye  j 

"  But 
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"  But  1,  the  monarch  of  each  pageant  thronCj, 

'*  Have  now  no  fubjefts,  and  no  country  own ; 

*'  Vengeance  alone  my  ftern  refolves  avow, 

"  Who  gives  me  that,  to  mc  is  Frenchman  now. 

*'  The  fnail-pac'd  agents,  whofe  deliberate  way, 

*'  Creeps  on  in  trammels  of  prefcrib'd  delay, 

"  Such  fit  not  now ;  'tis  You,  great  Prince,  alone 

*'  Muft  hafte  a  fuppliant  to  Eliza's  throne. 

"  Your  voice  alone  fhall  needful  fuccours  bring, 

**  And  arm  Britannia  for  an  injur'd  king. 

"  To  Albion  hence,  and  let  thy  happier  name 

"  Plead  the  king's  caufe,  and  raife  their  generous  fiame! 

"  My  foes'  defeat  upon  thy  arm  depends, 

"  But  from  thy  virtue  I  muft  hope  for  friends." 

Thus  fpoke  the  king,  while  He  nry's  looks  confeft 
The  jealous  ardour  which  inflam'd  his  breaft. 
Left  others'  arms  might  urge  their  glorious  claim. 
And  raviih  from  him  half  the  meed  of  fame. 
With  deep  regret  the  Hero  number'd  o'er 
The  wreaths  of  glory  he  had  won  before ; 
When,  without  fuccours,  without  Ikill's  intrigue, 
Himfelf  with  Conde  fhook  the  trembling  League* 
When  thofe  command,  who  hold  the  regal  fway. 
It  is  a  fubjeft's  virtue  to  obey. 
Refolv'd  to  follow  what  the  King  commands. 
The  blows,  fufpended,  fell  not  from  his  hands  j 
He  rein'd  the  ardour  of  his  noble  mind. 
And  parting  left  the  gather'd  wreaths  behind. 

Th' 
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Th'  aftoni(h'd  army  felt  a  deep  concern. 
Fate  feem'd  depending  on  the  Chief's  return. 
His  abfence  ftill  unknown,  the  pent-up  foe 
In  dire  expeftance  dread  the  fudden  blow; 
While  Valois'  troops  ftill  feel  their  hero's  flame. 
And  virtue  triumphs  in  her  Henry's  name. 

Of  all  his  fav'rites,  none  their  chief  attend, 
SaveMoRNAY  brave,  his  foul's  familiar  friend. 
Morn  AY  of  fteady  faith,  and  manners  plain. 
And  truth,  untainted  with  the  flatt'rers  ftrainj 
Rich  in  defert,  of  valour  rarely  tried, 
A  virtuous  champion,  though  on  error's  fide  ; 
With  fignal  prudence  bleft,  with  patriot  zeal 
Firm  to  his  church,  and  to  the  public  weal ; 
Cenfor  of  courtiers,  but  by  courts  belov'd, 
Rome's  fierce  affailant,  and  by  Rome  approv'd. 

Acrofs  two  rocks,  where  with  tremendous  roar. 
The  foaming  ocean  lalhes  either  fhore. 
To  Dieppe's  ftrong  port  the  Hero's  fteps  repair. 
The  ready  failors  ply  their  bufy  care. 
The  tow'ring  fhips,  old  ocean's  lordly  kings. 
Aloft  in  air  difplay  their  canvas  wings  ; 
Not  fweird  by  Boreas  now,  the  glalTy  feas 
Flow'd  calmly  on,  with  Zephyr's  gentle  breeze. 
Now,  anchor  weigh'd,  they  quit  the  friendly  Ihore, 
And  land  receding  greets  their  eyes  no  more. 
Jocund  they  fail'd,  and  Albion's  chalky  height 
At  diftance  rofe  full  fairly  to  the  fight, 

Whea 
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When  rumbling  thunders  rend  th'  affrighted  pole. 
Loud  roar  the  winds,  and  feas  tempeftuous  roll : 
The  livid  lightnings  cleave  the  darken'd  air. 
And  all  around  reigns  horror  and  defpair. 
No  partial  fear  the  Hero's  bofom  knows. 
Which  only  trembled  for  his  country's  woes. 
It  feem'd  his  looks  toward  her  in  filence  bent, 
Accus'd  the  winds,  which  crofs'd  his  great  intent. 
So  CiESAR,  ftrivingfor  a  conquer'd  world. 
Near  Epire's  banks,  with  adverfe  tempefts  harl'd, 
Trufting,  undaunted,  and  fecurely  brave, 
Rome's  and  the  world's  fate  to  the  fwelling  wave. 
Though leagu'd with  Pomp ey  Neptune's  felf  engage, 
Oppos'd  his  fortune  to  dull  Ocean's  rage. 

Mean  time  that  God,  whofe  power  the  tempeft  binds 
Who  rides  triumphant  on  the  wings  of  winds. 
That  God,  whofe  wifdom,  which  prefides  o'er  all. 
Can  raife,  proteft,  or  crufh  this  earthly  ball. 
From  his  bright  throne,  beyond  the  ftarry  Ikies, 
Beheld  the  Hero  with  confidering  eyes, 
-God  was  his  guide,  and  'mid  the  tempeft "s  roar 
The  tofling  veffel  reach 'd  the  neighbouring  fhore ; 
Where  Jerfey  rifes  from  the  ocean's  bed. 
There,  heaven-condufted,  was  the  Hero  led. 

At  a  fmall  diftance  from  the  fliore,  there  ftood 
The  growth  of  many  years,  a  {hadowy  wood. 
A  neighbouring  rock  the  calm  retirement  favcs 
■From  the  rujde  blafts,  and  hoarfe-refounding  waves. 

A  grotto 
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A  grotto  ftands  behind,  whofe  ftrufture  knows 
The  fimple  grace,  which  nature's  hand  bellows. 
Here  far  from  court  remov'd,  a  holy  Sage 
Spent  the  mild  evening  of  declining  age. 
While  free  from  worldly  toils,  and  worldly  woe. 
His  only  ftudy  was  himfelf  to  know : 
Here  mus'd,  regretting  on  his  mifpent  days. 
Or  loft  in  love,  or  pleafure's  flowry  maze. 
No  gufts  of  folly  fwell  the  dangerous  tide. 
While  all  his  pafllons  to  a  calm  fubfide  ; 
The  bubble  life  he  held  an  empty  dream. 
His  food  the  fimple  herb,  his  drink  the  ftream  ; 
Tranquil  and  calm  he  drew  his  aged  breath. 
And  look'd  with  patience  toward  the  port  of  death. 
When  the  pure  foul  to  blifsful  realms  fhall  foar. 
And  join  with  God  himfelf  to  part  no  more. 
The  God  he  worfhipp'd  ey'd  the  zealous  Sage, 
And  blefs'd  with  wifdom's  lore  his  filver'd  age  : 
Gave  him  the  (kill  of  prophecy  to  know. 
And  from  fate's  volume  read  events  below. 

The  Sage  with  confcious  joy  the  Prince  addrefs'd, 
And  fpread  the  table  for  his  royal  gueft  ; 
The  prompt  repaft,  which  fimple  nature  fuits. 
The  ftream' s  frefh  water,  and  the  foreft's  roots. 
Not  unaccuftom'd  to  the  homely  fare. 
The  Warrior  fat ;  for  oft  from  bufy  care. 
From  court  retir'd,  and  pomp's  faftidious  pride,. 
The  Hero  dar'd  to  throw  the  king  afide  : 

And 
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And  in  the  ruftic  cot  well-pleas'd  partook 
Of  labour's  mean  repaft,  and  chearful  look  ; 
Found  in  himfelf  the  joys  to  kings  unknown 
And  felf-depos'd  forgot  the  lordly  throne. 

The  world's  contention  to  their  minds  fupplies 
Much  converfe,  wholfome  to  the  good  and  wife. 
Much  did  they  talk  of  woes  in  human  life. 
Of  Chriftian  kingdoms  torn  with  jarring  ftrife. 
The  zeal  of  Mornay,  like  a  ftubborn  fort, 
Attach'd  to  Calvin  ftood  his  firm  fupport. 
Henrt,  ftill  doubting,  fought  th*  indulgent  fkies. 
That  light's  clear  ray  might  burft  upon  his  eyes, 
**  Muft  then,  faid  he,  the  truth  be  always  found, 
*'  To  mortals  weak  with  mifts  encompas'd  round  ? 
*'  Muft  I  ftill  err  ?  my  way  in  darknefs  trod, 
'^'  Nor  know  the  path  which  leads  me  to  my  Gol)  ? 
"  If  all  alike  he  will'd  us  to  obey, 
"  The  God  who  will'd  it,  had  prefcrib'd  the  way." 

**  Let  us  not  vainly  God's  defigns  explore ! 
''  (The  Sage  reply'd)  be  humble,  and  adore! 
**  Arraign,  not  madly  heav'n's  unerring  laws 
"  For  faults,  where  mortals  are  themfelves  the  caufc. 
••  Thefe  aged  eyes  beheld  in  days  of  yore, 
"  When  Calvin's  doftrine  reach'd  the  Gallic  fhore, 
"  Then,  though  with  blood  it  now  diftains  the  earth, 
"  Creeping  in  fhade  and  humble  in  the  birth, 

«'  I  faw 
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I  faw  it  banifli'd  by  religion's  laws. 
Without  one  friend  to  combat  in  the  cau(e. 
Through  ways  oblique  I  faw  the  phantom  tread. 
Slow  winding,  and  afham'd  to  rear  her  head, 
'Till,  at  the  laft,  upheld  by  pow'rful  arms, 
'Midft  cannon's  thunder,  and  'mid  war's  alarms 
Burft  forth  the  Monfter  in  the  glare  of  light. 
With  tow'ring  front  full  dreadful  to  the  fight ; 
To  fcoul  at  mortals  from  her  t}''rant  feat. 
And  fpurn  our  altars  at  her  impious  feet. 
Far  then  from  courts,  beneath  this  peaceful  cot, 
I  wail'd  Religion's  and  my  country's  lot ; 
Yet  here,  to  comfort  my  declining  days. 
Some  dawn  of  hope  prefents  its  chearful  rays. 
So  new  a  worlhip  cannot  long  furvive. 
Which  man's  caprice  alone  has  kept  alive. 
With  that  it  rofe,  with  that  (hall  die  away, 
Man's  works  and  Man  are  bubbles  of  a  day. 
The  God,  who  reigns  for  ever  and  the  fame. 
At  pleafure  blafts  a  world's  prefumptuous  aim. 
Vain  is  our  malice,  vain  our  ftrength  difplay'd. 
To  fap  the  city  his  right  hand  hath  made; 
Himfelf  hath  fix'd  the  ftrong  foundations  low. 
Which  brave  the  wreck  of  time,  and  hell's  inveterate 

"  blow: 
The  Lord  of  Lords  Iball  blefs  thy  purged  fight 
With  bright  effulgence  of  diviner  light ; 
On  thee.  Great  Prince,  his  mercies  he'll  beftow, 
And  fhed  that  Truth  thy  bofom  pants  to  know. 

**  That 
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**  That  God  hath  chofe  thee,  and  his  hand  alone 

*•  Safe  through  the  war  fhall  lead  thee  to  a  throne, 

**  Conqueft  already  (for  his  voice  is  fate,) 

*•  For  thee  bids  Glory  ope  her  golden  gate. 

•*  If  on  thy  fight  the  Truth  unnotic'd  falls 

«*  Hope  not  admiflion  in  thy  Paris'  walls, 

"  Though  fplendid  Eafe  invite  thee  to  her  arms, 

**  O  (hun.  Great  Prince,  the  Syren's  poifon'd  charms! 

••  O'er  thy  ftrong  paffions  hold  a  glorious  reign, 

**  Fly  love's  foft  lap,  break  pleafure's  filken  chain ! 

**  And  when,  with  efforts  ftrong,  all  foes  o'erthrown, 

**  A   League's    great   conqueror,    and    what's   more 

♦'   Your  Own, 
*'  When,  with  united  hearts,  and  triumph's  voice, 
*'  Thy  people  hail  thee  with  one  common  choice, 
•*  From  a  dread  fiege,  to  fame  for  ever  known, 
*'  To  mount  with  glory  thy  paternal  throne, 
"  That  time,  Affliftion  fhall  lay  by  her  rod, 
**  And  thy  glad  eyes  fhall  feek  thy  father's  God  : 
*•  Then  fhalt  thou  fee  from  whence  thy  arms  prevail. 
*♦  Go,  Prince, — Who  trusts  in  GOD — can,  never 
•*  fail." 

Each  word  the  Sage's  holy  lips  impart. 
Falls,  like  a  flame,  on  Henry's  generous  heart. 
The  Hero  flood  tranfported  in  his  mind 
To  times,  when  God  held  converfe  with  mankind. 
When  fimple  virtue  taught  her  heav'n-born  lore. 
And  Truth  commanding  bad  e'en  king's  adore. 

His 
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His  eager  arms  the  reverend  Sage  embrace. 
And  the  warm  tear  faft  trickled  down  his  face, 
Untouch'd,  yet  loft  awhile  in  deep  furprife. 
Stood  M0K.NAY  brave;  for  ftill  on  Morn  ay's  eyes 
Hung  error's  mift,  and  God's  high  will  conceal'd 
The  gifts  from  him  to  Henry's  breaft  reveal'd. 
His  vvifdom  idly  would  the  world  prefer, 
Whofe  lot,  though  rich  in  virtues,  was  to  err. 
While  the  rapt  Sage  fulfilling  God's  beheft. 
Spoke  infpiration  to  the  Prince's  breaft, 
Hufh'd  were  the  winds,  within  their  caverns  bound. 
Smooth  flow'd  the  feas,  and  nature  fmil'd  around. 
The  Sage  his  guide,  the  Hero  fought  his  way 
Where  the  tall  veffels  fafe  at  anchor  lay  : 
The  ready  failors  quit  the  friendly  ftrand, 
Hoift  the  glad  fails,  and  make  for  Albion's  land. 

While  o'er  her  coaft  his  eyes  admiring  range. 
He  prais'd  in  filence  Britain's  happier  change : 
Where  laws  abus'd  by  foul  inteftine  foes. 
Had  erft  entail'd  a  heap  of  dreadful  woes 
On  prince  and  people ;  on  that  bloody  ftage. 
Where  flaughter'd  heroes  bled  for  civil  rage  ; 
On  that  bright  throne,  from  whence  defcended  fprings, 
Th'  illuftrious  lineage  of  a  hundred  kings. 
Like  Henry,  long  in  adverfe  fortune  fchool'd. 
O'er  willing  Englifh  hearts  a  Woman  rul'd  : 
And,  rich  in  manly  courage,  female  grace, 
Clos'd  the  long  luftre  of  her  crouded  race. 

Vol.  LXVIII.  Bb  Eliza 
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Eliza  then,  in  Britain's  happieft  hour, 

Held  the  juft  balance  of  contending  pow'r; 

Made  Englifh  fubjefts  bow  the  willing  knee. 

Who  will  not  ferve,  and  are  not  happy  free. 

Beneath  her  facred  reign  the  nation  knows 

No  fad  remembrance  of  its  former  woes ; 

Their  flocks  fecurely  graz'd  the  fertile  plain. 

Their  garners  burfting  with  their  golden  grain. 

The  ftately  (hips,  their  fwelling  fails  unfurl'd. 

Brought  wealth  and  homage  from  the  diftant  world  : 

All  Europe  watch'd  Britannia's  bold  decree. 

Dreaded  by  land,  and  monarch  of  the  fea. 

Wide  o'er  the  waves  her  fleet  exulting  rode. 

And  fortune  triumph'd  over  Ocean's  God. 

Proud  London  now,  no  more  of  barbarous  fame. 

To  arms  and  commerce  urg'd  her  blended  claim. 

Her  pow'rs,  in  union  leagu"d,  together  fate. 

King,  Lords,  and  Commons,  in  their  threefold  ftate. 

Though  feparate  each  their  feveral  intereft  draw. 

Yet  all  united  form  the  ftedfafl  law. 

All  three,  one  body's  members,  firm  and  fit. 

Make  but  one  pow"r  in  ftrong  conjundion  knit  j 

Pow'r  to  itfelf  of  daAger  often  found. 

But  fpreading  terror  to  its  neighbours  round. 

Eleft,  when  the  people  duty's  homage  fliow. 

And  pay  their  king  the  tribute  which  they  owe! 

More  bleft,  when  kings  for  milder  virtues  known, 

Protedl  their  people's  freedom  from  the  throne ! 

**  Ah  when,  cry'd  Bourbon,  fliall  our  difcord  ceafe, 

*♦  Our  glory,  Albion,  rife,  like  thine,  in  peace  ? 

a  «  Blulh 
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"  Blufli,  blufli,  ye  kings,  ye  lords  of  jarring  ftates, 
**  A  Woman  bids,  and  War  hath  clos'd  its  gates  : 
"  Yo  u  R  countries  bleed  with  faftious  rage  oppreft, 
**  While  She  reigns  happy  o'er  a  people  bleft.'* 

Mean  time  the  Hero  reach'd  the  fea-girt  ifle. 
Where  freedom  bids  eternal  plenty  fmile  ; 
Not  far  from  William's  Tow'r  at  diftance  feen. 
Stood  the  fam'd  palace  of  the  Virgin  Queen. 
Hither,  the  faithful  Morn  a  v  at  his  fide. 
Without  the  noife  and  pageant  pomp  of  pride. 
The  toys  of  grandeur  which  the  vain  purfne. 
But  glare  unheeded  to  the  hero's  view. 
The  Prince  arriv'd  :   With  bold  and  manly  fenfe 
He  fpoke ;  his  franknefs  all  his  eloquence ; 
Told  his  fad  tale,  and  bow'd  his  lofty  heart. 
For  France's  woes,  to  aft  fubmiffion's  part; 
For  needful  aids  the  Britifli  Queen  addreft. 
While,  in  the  fuppliant,  (hone  the  king  confeft, 
♦'  Com'ft  thou,  reply'd  the  Queen,  with  ftrange  fur- 
"  prife, 

*  Com'il  thou  from  Valois  for  the  wifh'd  allies  ? 
'  Aflc'ft  thou  protedion  for  a  tyrant  foe, 

'  Whofe  deadly  hate  work'd  all  thy  fortune's  woe? 
'  Far  as  the  golden  fun  begins  to  rife, 
'  To  where  he  drives  adown  the  weftern  Ikies, 
'  His  ftrife  and  Thine  to  all  the  world  is  known  : 

*  Stand'ft  thou  for  Him  a  friend  at  Britain's  throne? 

*  And  is  that  hand,  which  Valois  oft  hath  fear'd. 

*  Arm'd  in  his  caufe,  and  for  his  vengeance  rear'd  ?" 

B  b  2  When 
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When  thus  the  Prince ;  *'  A  monarch's  adverfe  fate 

*•  Wipes  all  remembrance  out  of  former  hate. 

*'  Valois  was  then  a  flave,  his  paffion's  flave, 

*'  But  now  himfelf  a  monarch  firm  and  brave  ; 

"  He  burfts  at  once  the  ignominious  chain, 

**  Refumes  the  Hero,  and  aflerts  his  reign. 

**  Bleft,  if  of  nature  more  affur'd  and  free, 

*'  He'd  fought  no  aid  but  from  himfelf  and  me! 

*•  But,  led  by  fraud,  and  arts,  all  infincere, 

"  He  was  my  foe  from  weaknefs  and  from  fear. 

"  His  faults  die  with  me,  when  his  woes  I  view, 

*'  I've  gain'd  the  conqueft — grant  me  vengeance.  You 

"  For  know  the  work  is  thine,  Illuftrious  Dame, 

**  To  deck  thy  Albion's  brows  with  worthieft  fame, 

"  Let  thy  protedion  fpread  her  ready  wings, 

"  And  fight  with  me  the  injur'd  caufe  of  Kings !" 

Eliza  then,  for  much  fhe  wifli'd  to  know, 
The  various  turns  of  France's  long-felt  woe. 
Whence  rifing  firft  the  civil  difcord  came. 
And  Paris  kindled  to  rebellion's  flame — 
"  To  me.  Great  Prince,  thy  griefs  are  not  unknown, 
"  Though  brought  imperfeft,  and  by  Fame  alone  j 
"  Whofe  rapid  wing  too  indifcreetly  flies, 
"   And  fpreads  abroad  her  indigefted  lies. 
"  Deaf  to  her  tales,  from  thee,  Illuftrious  Youth, 
*•  From  thee  alone  Eliza  feeks  the  truth, 
*'  Tell  me,  for  you  have  witnefs'd  all  the  woe, 
"  Valois'  brave  friend,  or  Valois  'conquering foe, 

"  Say, 
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'^  Say,  whence  this  friendfhip,  this  alliance  grew, 
"  Which  knits  the  happy  bond  'twixt  him  and  you ; 
"  Explain  this  wond'rous  change,  'tis  you  alone 
*'  Can  paint  the  virtues  which  yourfelf  hath  (hown. 
"  Teach  me  thy  woes,  for  know  thy  ftory  brings 
•*  A  moral  leffon  to  the  pride  of  kings." 

"  And  muft  my  memory  then,  Illuftrious  Queen, 

"  Recal  the  horrors  of  each  dreadful  fcene  ? 

"  O  had  it  pleas'd  th'  Almighty  Pow'r  (which  knows, 

"  How  my  heart  bleeds  o'er  all  my  country's  woes) 

"  Oblivion  then  had  fnatch'd  them  from  the  light, 

"  And  hid  them  buried  in  eternal  night. 

"  Neareft  of  blood  muft  I  aloud  proclaim, 

"  The  princes'  madnefs,  and  expofe  their  fliame  ? 

"  Refledlion  Ihakes  my  mind  with  wild  difmay — 

••  But  'tis  Eliza's  will,  and  I  obey. 

"  Others,  in  fpeaking,  from  their  fmooth  addrefs, 

"  Might  make  their  weaknefs  or  their  crimes  feem  lefs, 

"  The  flow'ry  art  was  never  made  for  me, 

*'  I  fpeak  a  foldier's  language,  plain  and  free." 


B  b  -5  AN 
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AN  IMITATION  FROM  THE    SPECTATOR. 

A  Month  hath  roll'd  its  lazy  hours  away. 
Since  Delia's  prefence  blefs'd  her  longing  fwain: 
How  cou'd  he  brook  the  fluggifti  time's  delay. 
What  charm  cou'd  foften  fuch  an  age  of  pain? 

One  fond  refleftion  ftill  his  bofom  chear'd. 
And  footh'd  the  torments  of  a  lover's  care, 

'Tvvas  that  for  Delia's  felf  the  bow'r  he  rear'd. 
And  Fancy  plac'd  the  nymph  already  there. 

O  come,  dear  maid,  and  with  a  gentle  fmile. 
Such  as  lights  up  my  lovely  fair  one's  face. 

Survey  the  produft  of  thy  fhepherd's  toil. 
Nor  rob  the  villa  of  the  villa's  grace. 

Whate'er  improvements  ftrike  thy  curious  fight. 
Thy  tafte  hath  form'd — let  me  not  call  it  mine-. 

Since  when  I  mufe  on  thee,  and  feed  delight, 
I  form  no  thought  that  is  not  wholly  thine, 

Th'  apartments  deftin'd  for  my  charmer's  ufe, 
(For  love  in  trifles  is  confpicuous  fhewn) 

Can  fcarce  an  objed  to  thy  view  produce. 
But  bears  the  dear  refemblance  of  thine  own. 

And  truft  me,  love,  I  could  almoft  believe. 
This  little  fpot  the  manfion  of  my  fair  ^ 

But  that  awak'd  from  fancy's  dreams  I  grieve. 
To  find  its  proper  owner  is  not  there. 


Oh! 
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Oh !  I  could  doat  upon  the  rural  fcene. 
Its  profpeft  over  hill  and  champaign  wide. 

But  that  it  marks  the  tedious  way  betw-een. 

That  parts  thy  Damon  from  his  promis'd  bride. 

The  gardens  now  put  forth  their  bloflbms  fweet. 
In  Nature's  flow'ry  mantle  gayly  dreft. 

The  clofe-trimm'd  hedge,  and  circling  border  neat. 
All  aflc  my  Delia  for  their  deareft  gueft. 

The  lilly  pale,  the  purple-blufhing  rofe. 
In  this  fair  fpot  their  mingled  beauties  join  ; 

The  woodbine  here  its  curling  tendrils  throws. 
In  wreaths  fantaftic  round  the  mantling  vine. 

The  branching  arbour  here  for  lovers  made. 
For  dalliance  met,  or  fong,  or  amorous  talc. 

Shall  oft  proteft  us  with  its  cooling  fhade. 
When  fultry  Phoebus  burns  the  lovely  vale. 

'Tis  all  another  paradife  around. 

And,  truft  me,  fo  it  would  appear  to  me. 

Like  the  firft  man  were  I  not  lonely  found. 
And  but  half  bleft,  my  Delia,  wanting  thee. 

For  two,  but  two,  I've  form'd  a  lovely  walk. 
And  I  have  call'd  it  by  my  fair  one's  name ; 

Here  bleft  with  thee,  t'enjoy  thy  pleafmg  talk. 
While  fools  and  madmen  bow  the  knee  to  fame. 

E  b  4  Tlic 
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The  ruftic  path  already  have  I  try'd. 
Oft  at  the  finking  of  the  fetting  day; 

And  while,  my  love,  I  thought  thee  by  my  fide. 
With  careful  fteps  have  u'orn  its  edge  away. 

With  thee  I've  held  difcourfe,  how  pafling  fweet! 

While  fancy  brought  thee  to  my  raptur'd  dream. 
With  thee  have  prattled  in  my  lone  retreat. 

And  talk'd  down  funs,  on  love's  delicious  theme. 

Oft  as  I  wander  through  the  ruftic  croud, 

Mufing  with  downcaft  look,  and  folded  arms. 

They  ftare  with  wonder,  when  I  rave  aloud. 
And  dwell  with  rapture  on  thy  artlefs  charms. 

They  call  me  mad,  and  oft  with  finger  rude. 
Point  at  me  leering,  as  I  heedlefs  pafsj 

Yet  Colin  knows  the  caufe,  for  love  is  fhrevvd. 
And  the  young  fhepherd  courts  the  farmer's  lafs. 

Among  the  fruits  that  grace  this  little  feat, 
And  all  around  their  cluflring  foliage  fpread. 

Here  mayft  thou  cull  the  peach,  or  nedVine  fweet. 
And  pluck  the  ftraw berry  from  its  native  bed. 

And  all  along  the  river's  verdant  fide, 

I've  planted  elms,  which  rife  in  even  row  j 

And  fling  their  lofty  branches  far  and  wide. 
Which  float  reflefted  in  the  lake  below. 


Since 
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Since  I've  been  abfent  from  my  lovely   fair. 
Imagination  forms  a  thoufand  fchcmes. 

For  O  !  my  Delia,  thou  art  all  my  care. 
And  all  with  me  is  love  and  golden  dreams. 

O  flatt'ring  promife  of  fecure  delight ; 

When  will  the  lazy -pacing  hours  be  o'er  ? 
That  I  may  fly  with  rapture  to  thy  fight. 

And  we  lliallmeet  again  to  part  no  more. 


A  BALLAD 
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A        BALLAD. 

'^T'E  fliepherds  fo  carelefs  and  gay, 

■■•        Who  fport  with  the  nymphs  of  the  plain. 
Take  heed  left  you  frolic  away 

The  peace  you  can  never  regain. 
Let  not  Folly  your  bofoms  annoy  ; 

And  of  Love,  the  dear  mifchief,  beware. 
You  may  think  'tis  all  funfhine  and  joy, 

—  I  know  'tis  o'erfhadow'd  with  care. 

Love's  morning  how  blithfome  it  fhines. 

With  an  afpeft  deceitfully  fair; 
Its  day  oft  in  forrovv  declines, 

And  it  fets  in  the  night  of  defpair. 
Hope  paints  the  gay  fcene  to  the  fight. 

While  fancy  her  vifions  beftows. 
And  gilds  ev'ry  dream  with  delight. 

But  to  wake  us  to  fenfible  woes. 

'How  hard  is  my  lot  to  complain 

Of  a  nymph  whom  I  yet  muft  adore. 
Though  Ihe  love  not  her  ftiepherd  again^ 

Her  Damon  muft  love  her  the  more. 
For  it  was  not  the  pride  of  her  fex. 

That  treated  his  vows  with  difdain. 
For  it  was  not  the  pleafure  to  vex. 

That  made  her  delude  her  fond  fwainv 


'Twas 
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*Twas  His,  the  fair  nymph  to  behold. 

He  hop'd  —  and  he  rafhly  believ'd. 
'Twas  her's  to  be  fatally  cold  ; 

—  He  lov'd  —  and  was  fondly  deceiv'd. 
For  fuch  is  of  lovers  the  doom. 

While  paffions  their  reafon  beguile, 
'Tis  warrant  enough  to  prefume. 

If  they  catch  but  a  look  or  a  fmile, 

Yetfurely  my  Phyllis  would feem 

To  prize  me  moft  fhepherds  above  ; 
But  that  might  be  only  efteem. 

While  I  fooliflily  conftru'd  it  love. 
Yetothers,  like  Damon,  believ'd 

The  nymph  might  have  favour'd  her  fwain. 
And  others,  like  Him,  were  deceiv'd. 

Like  Him,  though  they  cannot  complain. 

Of  Phyllis  was  always  my  fong. 

For  fhe  was  my  pride  and  my  care ; 
And  the  folks,  as  we  wander'd  along, 

Wou'd  call  us  the  conjugal  pair. 
They  mark'd  how  I  walk'd  at  her  fide. 

How  her  hand  to  my  bofom  I  preft. 
Each  tender  endearment  I  try'd. 

And  I  thoudit  none  was  ever  fo  bleft. 


But 
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But  now  thedelufion  is  o'er, 

Thefe  day-dreams  of  pleafure  are  fled. 
Now  Her  Damon  is  pleafing  no  more. 

And  the  hopes  of  her  fhepherd  are  dead. 
May  he  that  my  fair  (hall  obtain. 

May  He,  as  thy  Damon,  be  true; 
Or  haply  thou'lt  think  of  that  fvvain. 

Who  bids  thee,  dear  maiden,  adieiu 


TO 
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TO        C    H    L    O    E. 

IF  C  H  L  o  E  feek  one  verfe  of  mine 
I  call  not  on  the  tuneful  Nine 
With  ufelefs  Invocation ; 
Enough  for  Me  that  S/je  fhould  a(k  5 
I  fly  with  pleafure  to  the  Taflc, 
And  Her's  the  Infpiration, 

When  Poets  fung  in  antient -Days, 
The  Mufes  that  infpir'd  their  Lays, 

Of  whom  there  fuch  Parade  is ; 
Their  Deities,  let  Pride  confefs. 
Were  nothing  more,  and  nothing  lefs,. 

Than  earth-born  mortal  Ladies. 

Did-  any  nymph  her  fubjeft  chufe  ? 
She  ftrait  coramenc'd  infpiring  Muse  ; 

And  every  Maid,  of  lovely  Face, 
That  ftruck  the  Heart  of  wounded  SwaiDj, 
Exahed  to  yon  ftarry  Plain, 

Was  regifler'd  a  Grac  e. 

Thefe  were  the  Compliments  of  old. 
While  Nymphs,  among  the  Gods  enroll'd, 

Claim'd  Love's  obfequious  Duty  ; 
Thus,  while  each  Bard  had  favourite  Views, 
Each  Nymph  became  a  Grace,  or  Muse, 

A  Venus  every  Beauty, 

Say, 


38a  LLOYD'S     POEMS. 

Say,  in  thefe  latter  Days  of  ours. 
When  Love  exerts  his  ufual  Powers, 

What  difference  lies  between  us? 
In  Chloe's  felf  at  once  I  boaft. 
What  Bards  of  every  age  might  toaft, 

A  Muse,  A  Grace,  a  Venus. 

In  Chloe  are  a  thoufand  charms. 
Though  Envy  call  her  fex  to  arms. 

And  giggling  Girls  may  flout  her^. 
The  Muse  inhabits  in  her  Mind, 
A  Venus  in  her  form  we  find. 

The  Graces  all  about  her. 


TO 
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TO     THE     MOON. 

ALL  hall!  majeftic  Queen  of  Night, 
Bright  Cynthia!  fvveeteft  Nymph,  whofeprefence 
brings 

The  penfive  pkafures,  calm  delight. 
While  Contemplation  fmooths  her  ruffled  wings. 

Which  Folly's  vain  tumultuous  joys. 
Or  buiinefs,  care,  and  buzz  of  lufty  day 
Have  all  too  ruffled.  —Hence,  away 

Stale  Jeft,  and  flippant  Mirth,  and  Strife-engend'ring 
Noife. 

When  Evening  dons  her  mantle  grey, 

I'll  wind  my  folitary  way. 

And  hie  me  to  feme  lonely  grove 

(The  haunt  of  Fancy  and  of  love) 

Whofe  focial  branches,  far  outfpread, 

Poffefs  the  mind  with  pleafing  dread. 

While  Cynthia  quivers  through  the  trees 

That  wanton  with  the  fummer  breeze. 

And  the  clear  brook,  or  dimpled  ftream, 

Refiedls  oblique  her  dancing  beam. 

How  often,  by  thy  filver  light. 

Have  Lovers'  tongues  beguil'd  the  Night  ? 

When  forth  the  happy  pair  have  ftray'd. 

The  amorous  fwain  and  tender  maid. 

And  as  they  walk'd  the  groACs  along, 

Cheer'd  the  ftill  Eve  with  various  fong. 

While 
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While  ev'ry  Artful  ftrain  confeft 
The  mutual  Paffion  in  their  breaft. 
The  lovers'  hours  fly  fwift  away. 
And  Night  reluftant  yields  to  Day. 

Thrice  happy  Nymph,  thrice  happy  Youth,. 
When  Beauty  is  the  meed  of  Truth ! 

Yet  not  the  happy  Loves  alone. 
Has  thy  celeftial  prefence  known. 
To  thee  complains  the  Nymph  forlorn. 
Of  broken  faith,  and  Vows  forfworn  ; 
And  the  dull  Swain,  with  folded  Arms, 
Still  mufmg  on  his  falfe  one's  charms. 
Frames  many  a  fonnet  to  her  name, 
(As  Lovers  ufe  to  exprefs  their  flame) 
Or  pining  wan  with  thoughtful  care. 
In  downcafl:  filence  feeds  Defpair; 
Or  when  the  Air  dead  ftillnefs  keeps. 
And  Cynthia  on  the  water  fleeps  ; 
Charms  the  dull  ear  of  fober  night. 
With  love-born  Mufic's  fweet  delight. 

Oft  as  thy  Orb  performs  its  round. 
Thou  lift'nefl:  to  the  various  found 
Of  fliepherds'  hopes  and  Maidens'  fears 
(Thofeconfcious  Cynthia  filent  hears 
While  Echo  which  fl:ill  loves  to  mock. 
Bears  them  about  from  Rock  to  Rock.) 


But 
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But  fliift  we  now  the  penfive  fcene. 
Where  Cynthia  filvers  o'er  the  green. 
Mark  yonder  Spot,  whofe  equal  rim 
Forms  the  green  circle  quaint  and  trim  ; 
Hither  the  Fairies  With  advance. 
And  lightly  trip  in  mazy  dance; 
Beating  the  panfie-paven  ground 
In  frolic  meafures  round  and  round  ; 
Thefe  Cynthia's  Revels  gayly  keep. 
While  lazy  mortals  fnore  aflcep  ; 
Whom  oft  they  vifit  in  the  night. 
Not  vifible  to  human  fight ; 
And  as  old  prattling  Wives  relate. 
Though  now  the  fafliion's  out  of  date, 
Dropfixpencein  the  Houfewife's  fhoe. 
And  pinch  the  Slattern  black  and  blue. 
They  fill  the  mind  with  airy  fchemes. 
And  bring  the  Ladies  pleafant  dreams. 

Who  knows  not  Mab,  whofe  chariot  glides, 
And  athwart  men's  nofes  rides? 
While  Ob  ERON,  blith  Fairy,  trips. 
And  hovers  o"er  the  Ladies  Lips ; 
And  when  he  fteals  ambrofial  blifs. 
And  foft  imprints  the  charming  Kifs, 
In  Dreams  the  Nymph  her  fwain  purfues, 
Nor  thinks  'tis  Oberon  that  woes. 

Yet  fportive  Youth,  and  lovely  Fair, 
From  hence,  mv  Leflbn  read,  beware. 

Vol.  LXVlil.  C  c  Whi  c 
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While  Innocence  and  Mirth  prefide. 
We  care  not  where  the  Fairies  glide  ; 
j\nd  Ob  ERG N  will  never  mifs 
To  greet  his  fav'rites  with  a  Kifs; 
Nor  ever  more  Ambrofia  fips. 
Than  when  he  vifits 's  Lips, 

When  all  things  elfe  in  filence  fleep. 
The  blithfome  Elfs  their  vigils  keep ; 
And  always  hover  round  about. 
To  find  our  worth  or  frailties  out. 
Receive  with  joy  thefe  Elfin  fparks. 
Their  Kiffes  leave  no  tell-tale  Marks, 
But  breathe  frefh  beauty  o'er  the  face. 
Where  all  is  Virtue,  all  is  grace. 

Not  only  elfin  Fays  delight 
To  hail  the  fober  Queen  of  Night, 
But  that  fweet  Bird,  whofe  gurgling  Throat 
Warbles  the  thick  melodious  note, 
Duely  as  Evening  Shades  prevail. 
Renews  her  foothing  love-lorn  tale. 
And  as  the  Lover  penfive  goes, 
Chaunts  out  her  fymphony  of  Woes, 
Which  in  boon  Nature's  wilder  tone. 
Beggar  all  founds  which  Art  has  known* 

But  hift  — —  the  melancholy  bird 
Among  the  Groves  no  more  is  heard  3 


And 
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And  Cynthia  pales  her  filver  ray 
Before  th'  approach  of  golden  Day, 
Which  on  yon  mountain's  mifty  height. 
Stands  tiptoe  with  his  gladfome  Light. 
Now  the  fhrill  Lark  in  sther  floats. 
And  carols  wild  her  liquid  notes ; 
While  Phoebus,  in  his  lufty  pride. 
His  flaring  beams  flings  fat  and  wide. 

Cynthia  farewell the  penfive  Mufe, 

No  more  her  feeble  flight  purfues, 
^ut  all  unwilling  takes  her  way, 
Jind  mixes  with  the  buzz  of  Day, 
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SONG. 

TH  E  Beauty  which  the  Gods  beftow. 
Did  they  but  give  it  for  a  fhow  ? 

No 'twas  lent  thee  from  above. 

To  fhed  its  Luftre  o'er  thy  face. 
And  with  its  pure  and  native  grace 
To  charm  the  foul  to  Love. 

The  flaunting  Sun,  whofe  weilern  beams, 
Tliis  Evening  drink  of  Oceans'  ftreams. 

To-morrow  fprings  to  Light. 
But  when  thy  Beauty  fets,  my  Fair, 
No  morrow  fhall  its  beam  repair, 

'Tis  all  eternal  Night. 

See  too,  my  Love,  the  virgin  Rofe^ 
How  fweet,  how  baihfully  it  blows 

Beneath  the  vernal  Ikies ! 
How  foon  it  blooms  in  full  difplay. 
Its  bofom  opening  to  the  Day, 

Then  withers,  (brinks,  and  dies. 

Of  mortal  Life's  declining  Hour, 
Sach  is  the  Leaf,  the  bud,  the  Flow'r^ 

Then  crop  the  Rofe  in  Time. 
Be  bleft  and  blefs,  and  kind  impart 
The  juft  return  of  Heart  for  Heart, 

Ere  Love  becomes  a  Crime, 


To 


O      N      G.  3«9 


To  Pleafure  then,  my  Charmer,  hade. 
And  ere  thy  Youth  begins  to  vvafte. 

Ere  Beairty  dims  its  ray. 
The  profFer'd  gift  of  Love  employ,. 
Improve  each  moment  into  Joy, 

Be  happy,  whilft  you  may. 


Cc  3 
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TO    THE    REV.    MR.    HANBURY, 

OF  CHURCH-LANGTON,  LEICESTERSHIRE, 

ON    HIS    PLANTATIONS. 

HILE  vain  purfuits  a  trifling  race  engage. 
And  Virtue  flumbers  in  a  thriftlefs  age. 
Thy  glorious  plan*,  on  deep  foundations  laid. 
Which  aiding  Nature,  Nature's  bound  to  aid. 
The  wife  man's  ftudy,  though  the  blockhead's  fcorn.,. 
Shall  fpeak  for  ages  to  a  world  unborn. 
'Though  fools  deride,  for  Cenfure's  (till  at  hand 
To  damn  the  work  flie  cannot  underftand, 
Purfue  thy  projeft  with  an  ardour  fit  ; 
Fools  are  but  whetftones  to  a  man  of  wit. 

Like  puling  infants  feem'd  thy  rifing  plan. 
Now  knit  in  ftrength,  it  fpeaks  an  aftive  man. 
So  the  broad  oak,  which  from  thy  grand  dcfiga 
Shall  fpread  aloft,  and  tell  the  world  'twas  thine^ 
A  {tripling  firft,  juft  pcep'd  above  the  ground. 
Which,  ages  hence,  Ihall  fling  its  fliade  around. 


■'■  See  Mr.  Hanbury's  Effay  on  Plantinj. 
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SENT    TO    A    LADY,    WITH    A    SEAL, 

TH'  impreffon  which  this  feal  fhall  make. 
The  rougher  hand  offeree  may  break;. 
Or  jealous  time,  with  flow  decay. 
May  all  its  traces  wear  away ; 
But  neither  time  nor  force  combin'd,. 
Shall  tear  thy  image  from  my  mind  ; 
Nor  fhall  the  fvveet  imprejffion  fade 
Which  Chloe's  thoufand  charms  have  made;; 
For  fpite  of  time,  or  force,  or  art, 
■'X'xzfeaVd  for  ever  on  my  heart,. 
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A        BALLAD, 

TT  ARK,  hark,  'tis  a  voice  from  the  tomb^ 
■^ -^  Come,  Lucy,  it  cries,  come  away. 
The  grave  of  thy  Colin  has  room 

To  reft  thee  befide  h*s  cold  clay. 
I  come,  my  dear  fhepherd,  I  come. 

Ye  friends  and  companions  adieu  : 
I  hafte  to  my  Colin's  dark  home. 

To  die  on  his  bofom  fo  true. 

All  mournful  the  midnight  bell  rung. 

When  Lucy,  fad  Lucy,  arofe; 
And  forth  to  the  green  turf  flie  fprung. 

Where  Colin's  pale  afhes  repofe. 
All  wet  with  the  niglit's  chilling  dew. 

Her  bofom  embrac'd  the  cold  ground. 
While  ftormy  winds  over  her  blew. 

And  night-ravens  croak'd  all-around, 

"  How  long,  my  lov'd  Colin,"  flie  cry'd, 

"  How  longmuft  thy  Lucy  complain? 
"  How  long  fhall  the  grave  my  love  hide  ? 

"  How  long  ere  it  join  us  again  ? 
*•  For  thee  thy  fond  fhepherdefs  liv'd, 

•'  With  thee  o'er  the  world  would  fhe  fly; 
**  For  thee  has  fhe  forrow'd  and  griev'd ; 

••  For  thee  would  Ihe  lie  down  and  die. 
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*'  Alas!  what  avails  it  how  dear 

"  Thy  Lucy  was  once  to  her  fwain I 
"  Her  face  like  the  lily  fo  fair, 

••  And  eyes  that  gave  light  to  the  plain. 
"  The  fhepherd  that  lov'd  her  is  gone; 

**  That  face  and  thofe  eyes  charm  no  more  j. 
"  And  Lucy  forgot,  and  alone, 

"  To  death  fliall  her  Colin  deplore." 

While  thus  flie  lay  funk  in  defpair. 

And  mourn'd  to  the  echoes  around, 
Inflam'd  all  at  once  grew  the  air. 

And  thunder  (hook  dreadful  the  ground. 
*•  I  hear  the  kind  call,  and  obey, 

"  Oh,  Colin  receive  me,"  fhe  cried. 
Then  breathing  a  groan  o'er  his  clay. 

She  hupg  on  his  tomb-ftone,  and  died. 
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EPISTLE    TO    A    FRIEND. 

\0,  ftudy  more — difcard  that  Siren,  Eafe^ 
Whofe  fatal  charms  are  murd'rous  while  thejr 
pleafe. 
"  Wit's  fcanty  ftreams  will  fret  their  channel  dry,. 
*'  If  Learning's  fpring  withhold  thefrefh  fupply. 
"'  Turn  leaf  by  leaf  gigantick  volumes  o'er, 
*'  Nor  blufh  to  know  what  antients  wrote  before. 
'*  Why  not,  fometimes,  regale  admiring  friends 
••  With  Greek  and  Latin  fprinklings,  odds  and  ends  ? 
*'  Exert  your  talents;  leaJ,  and  read  to  write! 
**  As  Horace  fays,  mix  profit  with  delight." 

'Tis  rare  advice  :  but  I  am  flow  to  mend. 
Though  ever  thankful  to  my  partial  friend : 
Full  of  ftrange  fears — for  hopes  are  banifli'd  all — 
I  lift'  no  more  to  Phccbus'  facred  call, 
Smit  with  the  Mufe,  'tis  true,  I  fought  her  charms  j 
But  came  no  champion,  clad  in  cumb'rous  arms. 
To  pull  each  rival  monarch  from  his  throne. 
And  fwear  no  lady  Clio  like  my  own. 
All  unambitious  of  fuperior  praife, 
My  fond  amufement  afk'd  a  fprig  of  bap. 
Some  little  fame  for  ftringing  harmlefs  verfe. 
And  e'en  that  little  fame  has  prov'd  a  curfe; 
Hitch'd  intorhime,  and  dragg'd  through  muddy  profc. 
By  butcher  criticks,  worth's  coofed'rate  foes. 

If 
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If  then  the  Mufe  no  more  (hall  ftrive  to  picafe, 
lull'd  in  the  happy  lethargy  of  eafe ; 
if,  unadvent'rous,  (he  forbear  to  fiiig. 
Nor  take  one  thought  to  plume  her  rufHed  wing; 
'Tis  that  (he  hates,  howeer  by  nature  vain. 
The  fcurril  nonfenfe  of  a  venal  train. 
When  defp'rate  robbers,  ifTuing  from  the  wade^ 
Make  fuch  rude  inroads  on  the  land  of  taile. 
Genius  grows  lick  beneath  the  Gothick  rage,. 
Or  feeks  her  laurels  from  fome  worthier  age. 

As  for  Myfelf,  I  own  the  prefent  charge ; 
Lazy  and  lounging,  I  confefs  at  large  : 
Yet  Eafe,  perhaps,  may  loofe  her  filken  chains> 
And  the  next  hour  become  an  hour  of  pains. 
We  write,,  we  read,  we  aft,  we  think,  by  fits. 
And  follow  all  things  as  the  humour  hits ; 
For  of  all  pleafures,  which  the  world  can  bring. 
Variety — O!  dear  variety's  the  thing! 
Our  learned  Coke,  from  whom  we  fcribblers  dravr 
All  the  wife  Didlums  of  poetick  law. 
Lays  down  this  truth,  from  whence  my  maxim  follows^ 
(See  Horace,  Ode  Dec.  Sext. — the  cafe  Apollo's) 
"  The  God  of  Verfe  difclaims  a  plodding  wretch, 
**  Nor  keeps  his  bow  for  ever  on  the  ftretch." 

However  great  my  thirft  of  honeft  fame, 
I  bow  with  rev'rence  to  each  letter'd  name; 
To  worth,  where'er  it  be,  with  joy  fubmit. 
But  own  no  curft  monopolies  of  wit. 

Nor 
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Nor  think,  my  friend,  if  I  but  rarely  quote, 
And  little  reading  (hines  through  what  I've  wrote>. 
That  I  bid  peace  to  ev'ry  learned  fhelf, 
Becaufe  I  dare  form  judgments  for  myfelf. 
—Oh !  were  it  mine,  with  happy  ikill  to  look 
Up  to  the  ONE,  the  Universal  Book  ! 
Open  to  all — to  him,  to  me,  to  you, 
— For  Nature's  open  to  the  general  view- 
Then  would  I  fcorn  the  ancients'  vaunted  (lore. 
And  boaft  my  thefts,  where  they  but  robb'd  before. 

Mean  while  with  them,  while  Grecian  founds  impart 
Th'  eternal  paffions  of  the  human  heart, 
Burfting  the  bonds  of  eafe  and  lazy  reft, 
I  feel  the  flame  mount  aftive  in  my  breaft  ; 
Or  when,  with  joy,  I  turn  the  Roman  page, 
I  live,  infancy,  in  th' Augustan  age  ! 
Till  feme  dull  Bavius'  or  a  Masvius'  name, 
Damn'd  by  the  Muse  to  everlafting  fame. 
Forbids  the  mind  in  foreign  climes  to  roam. 
And  brings  me  back  to  our  own  fools  at  home. 
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THE    CAPRICIOUS    LOVERS. 

AIR      I. 

WHILE  the  cool  and  gentle  breeze 
Whifpers  fragrance  through  the  trees. 
Nature  walking  o'er  the  fcene 
Clad  in  robes  of  lively  green. 
From  the  fweetnefs  of  the  place 
Labour  wears  a  chearful  face. 

Sure  I  tafte  of  joys  fincere. 
Faithful  Colin    ever  near  ; 
When  with  ceafelefs  toil  opprefs'dj 
Wearied  nature  finks  to  reft. 
All  my  labours  to  beguile. 
Love  (hall  wake  me  with  a  fmile. 

AIR      IL 

THOUGH  my  features  I'm  told 

Are  grown  wrinkled  and  old. 
Dull  wifdom  I  hate  and  deteft. 

Not  a  wrinkle  is  there 

Which  is  furrow'd  by  care. 
And  my  heart  is  as  light  as  the  beft« 


When 
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When  I  look  on  my  boys 

They  renew  all  joys, 
Myfelf  in  my  children  I  fee; 

While  the  comforts  I  find 

In  the  kingdom  my  mind. 
Pronounce  that  my  kingdom  is  free. 

In  the  days  I  ^vas  young, 

0  !  I  caper'd  and  fung  ; 
The  lalTes  came  flocking  apace. 

But  now  tisrn'd  of  threefcore 

1  can  do  fo  no   more, 

-»— — Why  then  let  ray  boy  take  my  place. 

Of  our  pleafures  we  crack. 
For  we  Hill  love  the  fmack 

And  chuckle  o'er  what  we  have  been  ; 
Yet  \vhy  fliould  we  repine. 
You've  had  ycurs,  I've  had  mine, 

:And  now  let  our  children  begin. 

AIR    III, 

'T I S  thus  in  thofe  toys 

Invented  for  boyss 
To  fliew  how  the  weather  will  prove* 

The  woman  and  man 

On  a  different  plan 
Are  always  diieded  to  move* 


One 
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One  goes  out  to  roam 

While  t'other  keeps  home, 
Snfipid,  and  dull  as  a  drone. 

Though  near  to  each  other 

As  filter  and  brother. 
They  both  take  their  airing  alone. 

AIR     IV. 

WHEN  the  head  of  poor  Tummas  was  broke 

By  Roger,  who  play'd  at  the  wake. 
And  Kate  was  alarm 'd  at  the  ftroke. 

And  wept  for  poor  Tummas's  fa};e  ; 
When  his  Worfliip  gave  noggins  of  ale. 

And  the  liquour  was  charming  and  ftoutj 
O  thofe  were  the  times  to  regale. 

And  we  footed  it  rarely  about. 

Then  our  partners  were  buxom  as  does. 

And  we  all  were  as  happy  as  kings. 
Each  lad  in  his  holyday  cloaths. 

And  the  lafles  in  all  their  bell  things. 
What  merriment  all  the  day  long  ! 

May  the  feaft  of  our  Colin  prove  fuch, 
Odzooks,  but  I'll  join  in  the  fong. 

And  I'll  hobble  about  with  my  crutch. 


AIR 
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AIR    V. 

WHEN  vapours  o'er. the  meadow  die. 
And  morning  ftreaks  the  purple  flcy, 
J  wake  to  love  with  jocund  glee 
To  think  on  him  vvho  doats  on  me. 

When  eve  embrowns  the  verdant  grove 
And  Philomel  laments  her  love. 
Each  f  gh  I  breathe,  my  love  reveals 
And  tells  the  pangs  my  bofom  feels. 

With  fecret  pleafure  I  fiirvey 
The  frolick  birds  in  amorous  play. 
While  fondeR  cares  my  heart  employ 
Which  flutters,  leaps,   and  beats  for  joy, 

AIR    VL 

YES  that's  *  a  magazine  of  arms 

To  triumph  over  Time; 
Whence  beauty  borrows  half  her  charms 

And  always  keeps  her  prime. 

At  that  the  prude,  coquette,  and  faint, 

Induftrious  fets  her  face. 
While  powder,  patch,  and  wafh,  and  paint. 

Repair  or  give  a  grace. 

*  The  Toilette. 
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To  arch  the  brow  there  lies  the  bru(h. 

The  comb  to  tinge  the  hair. 
The  Spanifti  wool  to  give  the  blufh. 
The  pearl  to  die  them  fair. 

Hence  rife  the  wrinkled,  old,  and  grey. 

In  freflieft  beauty  ftrong. 
As  Venus  fair,  as  Flora  gay. 

As  Hebe  ever  young, 

A  I  R    VII. 

G  O !  feek  fome  nymph  of  humbler  lot. 
To  Ihare  thy  board,  and  deck  thy  cot. 
With  joy  I  fly  the  fimple  youth 
Who  holds  me  light,  or  doubts  my  truth. 

Thy  breaft  for  love  too  wanton  grown. 
Shall  mourn  it's  peace  and  pleafure  flown. 
Nor  (hall  my  faith  reward  a  fwain. 
Who  doubts  my  love,  or  thinks  me  vain, 

A  I  R    VIL 

THUS  laugh'd  at,  jilted,  and  betray 'd, 

I  (lamp,  I  tear,  I  rave ; 
Capricious,  light,  injurious  maid, 

I'll  be  no  more  thy  flave. 
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I'll  rend  thy  Image  from  my  heart. 

Thy  charms  no  more  engage  j 
My  foul  fhall  take  the  jufter  part. 

And  love  Ihall  yield  to  rage. 

A  I  R    IX. 
THANK  you,  ladies,  for  your  care. 
But  I  pray  you  both  forbear. 

Sure  I  am  all  over  fcratches ! 
That  your  curious  hands  muft  place. 
Such  odd  fpots  upon  my  face 

With  your  pencils,  paint,  and  patches. 

How  I  totter  in  my  gait. 

From  a  drefs  of  fo  much  weight. 

With  my  robe  too  dangling  after ; 
Could  my  Coli  n  now  but  fee 
What  a  thing  they've  made  of  me. 

Oh  he'd  fplit  his  fides  with  laughter. 

A  I  R     X. 

THE  flowers  which  grace  their  native  beds^ 
Awhile  put  forth  their  blufhing  heads. 
But  ere  the  clofe  of  parting  day 
They  wither,  (brink,  and  die  away. 

But  thefe  which  mimic  ikill  hath  made. 
Nor  fcorch'd  by  funs,  nor  kiJl'd  by  fhade. 
Shall  blufh  with  lefs  inconftant  hue. 
Which  art  at  pleafure  can  renew. 

2  AIR 
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AIR    XI. 

WHEN  late  a  fimple  ruftic  lafs, 

I   rov'd  without  reftraint, 
A  ftream  was  all  my  looking-glafs. 

And  health  my  only  paint. 

The  charms  I  boaft,  (alas !  how  few  !) 

I  gave  to  Nature's  care. 
As  Vice  ne'er  fpoilt  their  native  hue. 

They  could  not  want  repair. 

A  I  R  xn. 

HOW  ftrange  the  mode  which  truth  neglefts. 

And  refts  all  beauty  in  defefts ! 

But  we  by  homely  nature  taught. 

Though  rude  in  fpeech  are  plain  in  thought, 

AIR   xin. 

FOR  various  purpofe  ferves  the  Fan, 

As  thus a  decent  blind. 

Between  the  flicks  to  peep  at  man^ 

Nor  yet  betray  your  mind. 

Each  aftion  has  a  meaning  plain,. 

Refentment's  in  the  fnap, 
A  flirt  exprefles  ftrong  difdain, 

Confent  a  gentle  tap. 
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All  paflions  will  the  fair  difclofe. 

All  modes  of  female  art. 
And  to  advantage  fweetly  fhews 

The  hand,  if  not  the  heart, 

*Tis  Folly's  fcepter  firft  defign'd 
By  Love's  capricious  boy. 

Who  knows  how  lightly  all  mankind 
Are  govem'd  by  a  toy. 

AIR    XIV. 

IF  tyrant  Love  with  cruel  dart 
Transfix  the  maiden's  tender  heart. 
Of  eafy  faith  and  fond  belief. 
She  hugs  the  dart,  and  aids  the  thief. 

Till,  left  her  helplefs  ftate  to  mourn, 
Neglefted,  loving,  and  forlorn  ; 
She  finds,  while  grief  her  bofom  ftings. 
As  well  as  darts  the  God  has  wings. 

.AIR    XV. 

ALONG  your  verdant  lowly  vale 
Calm  Zephyr  breathes  a  gentle  gale. 
But  ruftling  through  the  lofty  trees 
It  fwells  beyond  the  peaceful  breeze 
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Thus  free  from  Envy's  poifon'd  dart. 
You  boaft  a  pure  unruffled  heart. 
While  jarring  thoughts  our  peace  deform,, 
And  fwell  our  paffions  to  a  ftorm, 

AIR    XVI. 

T  HO'  my  drefs,  as  my  manners,  is  fimple  and  plain, 
A  rafcal  I  hate,  and  a  knave  I  difdain  ; 
My  dealings  are  juft,  and  my  confcience  is  clear. 
And  I'm  richer  than  thofe  who  have  thoufands  a  year, 

Tho'  bent  down  with  age  and  for  fporting  uncouth,' 

I  feel  no  remorfe  from  the  follies  of  youth  ; 

I  ftill  tell  my  tale,  and  rejoice  in  my  fong. 

And  my  boys  think  my  life  not  a  moment  too  long. 

Let  the  courtiers,  thofe  dealers  in  grin  and  grimace. 
Creep  under,  dance  over,  for  title  or  place  ; 
Above  all  the  titles  that  flow  from  a  throne. 
That  of  honeft  1  prize,  and  that  title's  my  own. 
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AIR    XVI. 

FROM  flow'r  to  flow'rthe  butterfly. 
O'er  fields  or  gardens  ranging. 

Sips  fweets  from  each,  and  flutters  by. 
And  all  his  life  is  changing. 

Thus  roving  man  new  objedls  fway. 
By  various  charms  delighted. 

While  fhe  who  pleafes  moft  to-day 
To-morrow  (hall  be  flighted. 

AIR    XVII. 

WHEN  far  from  Fafhion's  gilded  fcene 

i  breath'd  my  native  air. 
My  thoughts  were  calm,  my  mind  ferene. 

No  doublings  harbour'd  there, 

«r 
But  now  no  more  myfelf  I  find, 

Diflraction  rends  my  breaft ; 
Wliilft  hopes  and  fears  diflurb  my  mind. 
And  murder  all  my  reft. 


A  I  R 
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A  I  R   xviir. 

FLATTERING  hopes  the  mind  deceiving 

Eafy  faith  too  often  cheat. 
Woman,  fond  and  all  believing 

Loves  and  hugs  the  dear  deceit, 

Noify  {hew  of  pomp  and  riches, 

Cupid's  trick  to  catch  the  fair. 
Lowly  maids  too  oft  bewitches. 

Flattery  is  the  beauty's  fnare. 


A  I  R    XIX. 

WHAT'S  all  the  pomp  of  gaudy  courts. 
But  vain  delights  and  jingling  toys. 

While  pleafure  crowns  your  rural  fports 
With  calm  content,  ^  tranquil  joys. 
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AIR    XX. 

RETURN,  fweet  lafs,   to  flocks  and  fwains. 
Where  fimple  Nature  midly  reigns; 
Where  Love  is  every  fhepherd's  care. 
And  every  nymph  is  kind  as  fair. 

The  court  has  only  tlnfel  toys, 

infipid  mirth  and  idle  noife  j 

But  rural  joys  are  ever  new. 

While  nymphs  are  kind,  and  fhepherds  true. 


A  I  R    XXL 

AGAIN  in  ruftic  weeds  array'd, 
A  fimple  fwain,  a  fimple  maid. 
O'er  rural  fcenes  with  joy  we"ll  rove. 
By  dimpling  brook,  or  cooling  grove. 

The  birds  fliall  ftrain  their  little  throats^ 
And  warble  wild  their  merry  notes ; 
Whilft  we  converfe  beneath  the  fliade, 
A  happy  fwain,  and  happy  maid. 

Thy  hands  fhall  pluck,  to  grace  my  bow'r. 
The  lufcious  fruit,  the  fragrant  flow'r, 
Whilit  joys  (hall  blefs,  for  ever  new. 
Thy  Phoebe  kind,  my  Colin  true. 
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A  I  R     XXII. 

WHY  fliould  I  now,  my  love,  complain. 
That  toil  awaits  thy  chearful  fvvain. 
Since  labour  oft  a  fweet  beftows 
Which  lazy  fplendour  never  knows  ? 

Hence  fprings  the  purple  tide  of  health. 
The  rich  man's  wifh,  the  poor  man's  wealth. 
And  fpreads  thofe  blufhes  o'er  the  face. 
Which  come  and  go  with  native  grace. 

The  pride  of  drefs,  the  pomp  of  fhew. 
Are  trappings  oft  to  cover  woe  ; 
But  we,  whofe  wifhes  never  roam. 
Shall  tafte  of  real  joys  at  home. 


AIR     XXIII. 

NO  doubt  but  your  fool's-cap  has  known 

His  highnefs  obligingly  kind, 
— Odzooks  I  could  knock  the  fool  down. 

Was  e'er  fuch  a  cuckoldy  hind  ? 

To  before,  like  agood-natur'd  fpoufe. 
You've  lent  him  a  part  of  your  bed  ; 

He  has  fitted  the  horns  to  your  brows. 

And  I  fee  them  fprout  out  of  your  head. 


>To 
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To  keep  your  wife  virtuous  and  chafte 

The  court  is  a  wonderful  fchool, 
—  My  Lord  you've  an  excellent  talte. 

—  And,  fon,  you're  a  cuckoldy  fool. 

If  your  lady  fhould  bring  you  an  heir. 

The  blood  will  flow  rich  in  his  veins. 
Many  thanks  to  my  Lord  for  his  care — 

—  You  dog,  I  could  knock  out  your  brains*^ 
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